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FOREWORD 

I OWE an explanation of the present volume's appear- 
ance so soon after that on Greek Dramatic and Bucolic 
Poetry. Both are instalments of a collection of speci- 
mens of Greek and Latin Poetry thought by me into 
English verse. In 1907 I published " The Poets : 
Chaucer to Tennyson ; " later, revised and reprinted as 
" Five Centuries of English Verse.'' I have occupied 
and clelighted the subsequent years with a sort of 
analogous service to the general lovers of poetry, not 
professed " scholars," in respect of Greek and Latin 
poetry. 

At least I did not hope to save labour, and have 
not spared it. Throughout the more than ten years 
devoted to the work I have continually been revising. 
Thus it is impossible even for myself to know how 
much energy has been devoted here or there. 
Measurement of thought is difficult. A verse may 
have cost me days to think from the original, while 
another corresponds at once, as if English born and 
bred. A result is that I have found bunches of charm- 
ing Latin blossoms, willing, at whatever sacrifice of 
grace, to reflower in English air ; and here they are ! 



TO 
MY WIFE 
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CATULLUS 



VALERIUS CATULLUS 

(B.C. 87) 

In an attempt to describe the literary rank of Catullus 
the first trouble is to decide where to begin. He has 
many sides. Take either of the immortal ppems to 
Lesbia's sparrow. The magnitude of the importance 
attributed to the pet ; the regret that the Bard 
cannot, as his mistress, find any solace for absence 
from her ; the universal requisition of mourning for 
its decease, with the censure on the Departed for the 
impropriety of an act which has swollen a pair of 
incomparable eyes. Above all, the pictorial perfec- 
tion ; how we see the play of bird and mistress, 
colour, mimic wrath ! 

Throughout the Poet's work are ease and delicacy, 
often with tenderness as well ; never more than 
when he mourns for a brother — seized with a mortal 
malady on the charnel-field of Troy. The verse 
rises into rapture to greet the return of a friend from 
a journey ; softens into melancholy at parting from 
comrades in Bithynia ; becomes a soliloquy — 
extolled as " absolutely perfect " by a genuine scholar, 
Sir John Taylor Coleridge — on reaching his Sirmio 
home. Always he possesses, seldom fails to exercise, 
the mystery of Charm. I am tempted to assert 
that never was there a finer artist in words. He is 
as eloquent as the mighty Orator whom he pane- 
gyrizes ; knows precisely all he means to express ; 
and the words drop spontaneously into places made 
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for them. Try to change them, or their order ! 
He might be supposed from the brevity of a majority 
of his poems to have been without patience for one 
of any length. It is difficult to quote from that 
poetic wonder the " Atys." But there is the grand 
nuptial hymn celebrating the marriage of Thetis 
and Peleus, with its four hundred lines. I have 
attempted to render from it the desertion of Ariadne 
by Theseus, and her despair. It is. a flood of 
sustained melody and passion which proves Catullus 
equal to a continuous effort. 

Almost more demonstrative of his poetic mastery 
are his multitude of jeux d' esprit. To brilliancy as 
a composer of such trifles the five on his Mistress's 
faithlessness and his own infatuation abundantly 
testify. Many more prove it, though far from all 
are of a kind to bear translation. The marvel every- 
where is the poetry in the wit. The Wit and the 
Poet are one. 

Insight, subtlety, sympathy, variety, absence of 
apparent effort, affection, . pity, even humour — a 
poetic armament ! No want anywhere — only of 
ballast, as against rival and lower mistresses — of will 
to disobey their tjTranny in obedience to the nobler 
dictates of Song ! 

He was only too readily the victim of impulses of 
Sense. Happily for literature, thought worked in 
him otherwise. A leisurely procedure is a speciality 
of poetic genius. Gradual maturing even is almost 
an essential feature of its ordinary operation. The 
germ of a poetic idea needs to revolve long, as a 
bullet in a rifle, for its full impetus and the length of 
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its course. Consider the touch by touch by which,' 
for perfection of hfe and death, gems of fancy hke 
the two on the " Sparrow " were imagined, cut, and 
polished ; the voyage of the " Pinnace," the frenzy of 
" Atys," the "Ariadne" grew; the lightning point 
of " Irreconcilables " shot into visible being. The 
patience of self-abnegation — in a word. Inspiration — 
was needed to hold back consciousness of an absolute 
Impromptu. 

A particular fascination of Catullus is, in general, 
the surprise, as it were, to himself ; for example, 
in a " Monologue," its sudden fit of compassion for 
the worthless mistress's desertion by her court ; the 
tenderness of a " Farewell " ; the rapture of a " Tardy 
Greeting." Again, rarer, the almost exultation in 
the visible art with which the pile of whole content- 
ment in that triumph, " Sirmio," is built up. The 
miracle even of psychology in a " Slave," where 
the passion is confessed for the very degradation of 
the servitude ! 

Besides, along with the many-sidedness of wit, 
force, and grace, we feel breaths of real spontaneous 
sweetness, deUcate purity, affection, as in a " Brother's 
Grave," and elsewhere in many a sudden line or word. 
Curiously enough, the one poetic failure, in Catullus 
of which I am sensible is want of subtlety in a partial 
translation into Latin verse of a deUghtful piece by 
Sappho on a " Bashful Lover." Otherwise, I seri- 
ously doubt whether extant Hellenic, notwithstanding 
transcendent melody of tongue and suppleness in 
interpretation of thought, can claim his superior, if 
equal, in lighter lyrics, 
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LESBIA'S PET 

Happy Bird, that hast the fine art to charm 
Lesbia, be her playmate, have a right 

To her dainty bosom, there nestle warm. 
My darling's confidant, delight. 

Kissing, hot lover, now a rosy lip. 
And now to mortal combat challenging 

His own mistress's taunting finger-tip 
With darting beak, defiant wing. 

Is it self-flattery to think the sport 

Soothes the bright Being — desire of my heart — 
For absence mine, and helps her to support — 

Not worth though it to cause — a smart ? 

Could I but ease longings that gnaw my breast 
By a bird's endearments in a gilt cage ! 

Just mimic the tempests that spoil my rest 
With a Pet's simulated rage ! 

Or find some device like the Greek's gold fruit, 
To tempt the Enchantress that with s\vift pace. 

Flitting in front, eludes my vain pursuit. 
And win, to her own joy, the race ! 



Catullus, III. 



THE BEREAVEMENT 

Mourn, Venus, manifold in wiles and charms ! 

Mourn, Cupids, versed in all your Mother's art ! 
Mourn, dainty Corps of Gentlemen at Arms, 

Skilled both to break and mend a heart ! 

And why ? Heard'st not. Goddess, the tidings sore ? 

That my Lesbia's own Sparrow is dead ! 
Her soul ! for whom she would have plucked, she 
swore. 

The eyes out of her own fair head ! 

Her darling, her delight ! her honey-sweet ! 

He fondled her as babe its mother ; how 
Ever round her " peeped," pulsed in short quick beat ; 

Tremulous flutter to and fro. 

Alas ! for Yourself wending tow'rds that bourn. 
Pitiful Fluff-and-feathers, from which none, 

Not ev'n a Beauty's idol, may return — 
Like the road thither, dark and lone ! 

A malison on you, malignant host 

Of ghouls, ravening for spirits of men, 

Will't stay one hungry maw, that lean, thin 
ghost ? 
He'll be dumb too in your black den ! 
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But, poor mite, why die ? See what You have done ! 

Lids, silken canopies, swollen and wet ; 
Eyes that outshone the Dawn, all woe-begone. 

From crjdng for a truant pet ! 



Catullus, IX 



A TARDY GREETING 

Friends — hosts of them ; they come, and go. 
Sum ? Three hundred thousand, or so. 

But one hid all the rest from view ; 
And he, Verannius, was you ! 

You went abroad ; your neighbours mourned. 
Now they rejoice ; you have returned. 

Joy, brothers of one mind ! joy, hearth ! 
Joy, most, to her who gave you birth ! 

As for myself, I may be slow 
Starting to greet you ; for I know. 

When I begin to hear you chat 

In your dear way on this and that ; 

Say what you did, where went ; describe 
Differences in tongue and tribe — 

Suddenly, with a sense how lone 
A thing I was when you were gone, 

2 
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To look across, and see you there, 
I should jump at you from my chair. 

Embrace you, neck on neck, kiss eyes,. 
Face, in a rapture of surprise — 

Ache too, ere heart regained warmth lost 
In the negation of long frost ; 

A something near akin to pain. 
Fit of bliss having you again — 

Yet what men's happiness, the whole. 
Could scarce match, if summed in one soul ! 



Catullus, XLIX. 



TO CICERO 

Language blossoms into twin sister arts. 
With verse and eloquence in leading parts. 

Of orators, past, present, and to come. 
Citizens, through Romulus, of one Rome, 

None, Cicero, like you to dress a theme, 
None in marshalling arguments supreme. 

Through you I feel what greatness words may 

reach, 
And joy as Man to hail you King of Speech ! 

Dully I toil in song, yet can compare 

With mire I sink in, the peak where you are ; 

And stifling in the gross air as I he. 

Glory that you have winged your flight on high ! 



Catullus, XLV. 



YOUNG LOVE 

Thus made oath Septimius, as he pressed 
Acme, his darhng Acme, to his breast : 
" If I love you not to perdition — yea. 
Would not brave whate'er torments please Hell 
best ; 

" May I roam through Lybia's deserts bare, 
Or sink under an Indian sun's glare. 

Awaking faint and lone in the green flame 
Of an expectant hon's hungry stare ! " 

On the left, wings folded, perched infant Love, 
Curious. Good enough he to approve 
By sneezing towards the right. 

Acme then. 
Lightly lifting her bent-back head above 

Its soft couch, tastes the passion-tipsy eyes 
Of her Sweet with her rosy lips, and cries : 

" My Life, my Septimille, be Love our Lord ! 
My bones melt in his furnace, the sparks rise ! " 
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The God, though he moved not, marked his 

delight 
By a second sneeze, still towards the right. — 
So, blest, both love, and are loved, with one 

heart 
Between the two, exchangeable at sight. 

Faithful Septimius on the wide Earth 
Desires but Acme, knows none better worth ; 

Acme, as loyal, finds Septimius 
Manhood's sufficing type for home and hearth. 

One wife, one husband ! Let gay folks contemn ; 
Queen Juno loves, Venus dares not condemn. 

" Girl " Acme, " poor httle wretch " Septimille ! 
But old Rome's household Gods will smile on 
them ! 
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AN UNAPPRECIATED GIFT 

If you, my Calvus, were not far 

Dearer than my own two eyes are, 

I should now hurl at you a worse 

Imprecation than any curse 

From the buyer of votes on whom 

Your tongue brought his righteous doom. 

What have I done, what have I said. 

To earn the gift thrown at my head ? 

How have I blundered to offend 

My good and quite pleasantest friend. 

That he should have passed on to me 

The pest of books that were his fee ! 

For I suspect how 'twas you came 

Into possession of the same. 

You were counsel for that vile hack, 

Sulla ; and he has paid you back 

In presentation copies, due 

Fine — for advising him — on you. 

Well, if thus you became less free 

In the choice of your company ; 

But a murrain on him ! And I 

To have to bear the penalty ! 

Only think of the foul flood come 

Down on a well-conducted home ! 

Scum of versing ; with no regard 
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To common-sense — the whole, bard, bard ; 

Except for — worse than all the trash — 

A horrid pamphlet, mere pigs' wash ! 

And this to furnish my brain play 

For a whole merry holiday ! 

However, 'ware you, mine is not 

Waste ground where rubbish may be shot. 

My sharp joker, I mean to run. 

At the first rising of the sun. 

To Booksellers' Portico, whence 

I'll fetch, without least heed to pence, 

Poetasters, enough, the heap. 

To send half Rome to its last sleep. 

And then, the pile four-square to rear. 

Add the gentry already here. 

Our time's plague ! Back, scribblers of verse ! 

Shame I born one ! Off, with my curse ! 



Catullus, LXVI. 



FAREWELL 

Lo ! Spring ; already at its breath the frost 

Is past, and gales, that in March raged and tossed. 

Hush to the whispers of the soi\ west-wind. 
Till tempests grow to be forgot almost. 

So prepare, Catullus, for a last view 
Of Phrygian fields, and to bid adieu 
To sultry Nicaea's abounding soil ; 
For we turn our course hence to pastures new. 

'Tis the wandering fit ! from each brain-beat 
A famed Asian city calls ; my feet 

Dance in impatience to be on the march. 
Who knows what high adventures we may meet ! 

And you, my sweet companionship — the whole - 
Who left from far, together, for one goal — 

Farewell ! We travel back by divers ways. 
Siall we. reunite ? and the same in soul ? 



Catullus, XXXIII 



SIRMIO 

Neptune, with his Kingdom of the great Sea, 
Holds lakes, their isles, and all-but-isles, in fee. 
Sirmio, apple of his eye art Thou ; 
Darhng of Ocean's Monarch ; and mine too. 
Returned — the joy ! Freedom at last to dwell 
With my own ! The gladness words cannot tell. 
Often I doubt my eyes. But, I am come, 
A weary pilgrim back, safe ; for at home. 
Sweet is a release from cares ! Can the bliss 
Of an ease undisturbed compare with this ? 
Now, as I welcome slumber to my couch, 
I feel my long longings in each soft touch. — 
Only to be at Home ! the one reward 
Hoped for troubles, Sirmio, by thy lord. 
Hail, loveliest Sirmio ; for my sake. 
Rejoice ! Thou too rejoice, my storm- tossed Lake ; 
Roar thy loudest ! Tap, Laughter, ev'ry spring. 
" At Home ! " let the World of Home dance and 
sing ! 



>3 
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THE PINNACE 

This Pinnace, Guests, that you see ride 
In his creek at my garden's side, 
Is of no ordinary sort 
You find laid up in any port ; 
For, with all arts the waves can teach. 
He has the gift of human speech, 
And, like old folks, talks of the time 
Before he passed his golden prime. 
Gales often from the mountains make 
A plunge upon our restless lake. 
Last night, sleepless I wandered out. 
Curious at the roaring rout. 
Wakeful, too, was my old yacht, fain 
To join the stir, and snap his chain. 
I calmed him by a pray'r to hear 
A chronicle of his' career. 
Thus, from himself, I know the boat 
Was the swiftest of craft afloat ; 
That nought against him could prevail. 
Whether the match were one of sail. 
It mattered not, or skill of oar. 
He vouched witness every shore — 
Blust'ring Adria, Cyclads rough, 
Rhodes the noble, and Thrace the gruff, 
Propontis rippling o'er with smiles. 
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And a whole coronal of isles. 
He told me, too, that "as we lay 
At anchor on the Pontic Bay, 
One night, when deepest silence crept 
Over Euxine, and the crew slept, 
. The Spirit of Cytorus stood. 
And called him to his native wood. 
' Quick ! ' spoke the Presence : ' let me break 
The barque ; and root thee on thy peak ! ' 
At the words soft sighs seemed to stir 
From mountain groves, box, cypress, fir ; 
And scent of brine, and scream of wind 
Passed, and left woodland airs behind. 
It was as if, waked, I had found 
Myself replanted in the ground ; 
Sails, canopy of leafy hair, 
Oars, pendulous boughs beat the air. 
But my good lord return no more ? 
Adrift, on my own Pontic shore ? 
Treason, avaunt ! rise, seas, or fall ! 
Faith apd fealty before all ! 
Be winds from left, be they from right — 
Should Jove on both sheets lean His weight — 
All's one ; I take things as they come ; 
My work is to bring my lord home. 
Last among sea folks I to boast ; 
But I thank none, Gods of the Coast ! " 
True ; and he from Euxine's far marge 
Steered a straight course, with me in charge ; 
Here to grow old, gossip, and sleep ; 
In the Twins' care, dream of the Deep ! 
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MY LADY VOWS 

My Lady vows that if ever she stooped herself to 

wed, 
She should choose me though Jupiter wooed her to 

share His bed. 

I am not aware an offer has yet been made by Jove ; 
But I fear none, Gods or men, in the tournament 
of love. 

Only Woman herself alarms me ; for too well I know 
By experience on what, in what ink, she writes a 
vow. 

Down the wind she whistles it ; will in running water 

trace ; 
Calls another, as the old hurries after in vain chase. 



Catullus. LXXV. 



THE SLAVE 

What have I left undone I could have done ? 

No other woman can with truth allege 
She has lover so passionate, or one 

As loyal, his word giv'n, to keep the pledge ! 

And now — did Heav'n add virtue to your charm — 
So topsy-turvy you turn good and ill, 

I could not clasp you to my breast, and warm ; 
While, were your guilt trebled, I'd love you 
still ! 
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A FUGITIVE 

Surely it must be good to recollect 
Benefits conferred, to know we have done 

Our duty to men and Heav'n, to reflect 
Fraud and perjury can be charged by none. 

" You may without conceit, CatuUus, say 
That you have heaped up overflowing stores 

To supply you for many a long day 
With such thoughts from this ingrate Love of 
yours." 

Imagine kindnesses — in deed, or word — 
Prettinesses all sorts, to say, or give ; 

Wits withal, and estate ; then, take the hoard. 
And empty the whole into a loose sieve ! 

" Blind folly ! but now that the shameless jilt 
Has cast you adrift, joy in the reUef ; 

Keap your advantage from the Creature's guilt ; 
Snatch at your chance ; turn over a fresh leaf. 

" Brace yourself ; thank the Gods for the release 

By plucking up your spirits. It is hard 
To use our free limbs when at first we cease 

To rattle chains about a prison yard ; 

30 
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" But 'tis your one chance." Break prison ! 
" Why not ? 
Are not walls, and gates, and locks yours ? or 
whose ? 
You are lord and master of your own lot. 
If possible, or impossible — choose." 

True ; but the will ? Ye Gods, if, as we trust, 

Mercy is your prerogative — Ye can 
Raise e'en from death — pity me in the dust ; 

Lift me to assert the dignity of Man ! 

I have led a pure Ufe ; and, to requite. 

Deliver from this pest and plague that creep 

From head to foot, kilUng the whole delight 
Of heart and soul, a numbing, deathly sleep ! 

" I pray she, being She ! should yet be chaste ? 

Pray for her love ? " 

NO ! to be quit of her ! 
Just a sore longing to be sound, nor waste 

With foul disease — this asks your Worshipper ! 



Catullus, VIII. 



MONOLOGUE 

Glooming, Catullus ? Shame ! Gain, not woe ; 
Write the loss v off ; forget ; let it go ! 

Doubtless, the sun was a real, bright thing 
When you followed, led as on a string. 

Love so whole ! Is it to be believed 
Ever girl had all that she received? 

So equal! that did wish, in one, start 
Mute, it woke echoes in th'other heart ! 

Both suns and girls have grown now more cool ; 
We too will cease to play the hot fool. 

Is she shy ? Take the hint ; be shy you. 
Flies she ? Boorish manners to pursue. 

She would have you know she likes you not ? 
Well, do without her ; accept your lot. 

And why then that ha,ng-dog look you wear ? 
Live your own life ; dogged be, and bear. 

32 
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'Answer, " Not at home " ? Know your own price; 
Not for a Catullus to knock twice ! 

But the leisure the rebuff has brought 
Admits opportunity for thought — 

" My profit ? " Yes, only there's she too ; 
^^'hat in the world is she now to do ? 

Curst little Rogue ? No one sighing guest 
Where scores of jealous adorers pressed — 

None crazed in whose eyes on earth nowhere 
Woman exists so divinely fair — 

None with whose name you could bear it known 
Fame should have a right to Unk your own — 

No candidate for a begging kiss 

That a crowd would have accounted bUss — 

Or for slap for a stol'n one, as much 
Carrying soft heaUng in its touch ? 

" None can she blame but her silly self 
For having been laid upon the shelf. 

Treason has met with its due reward." 

Poor Wretch ! " But, Catullus, be you hard ! " 



CaiuUus, LXXXV. 



IRRECONCILABLES 

I hate, and love, at once. Yes ; " impossMe," as 

you say. 
But feel the tortures I feel ; and you will have found 

the way ! 



Catullus, CXIV. 



MASQUERADING PAUPERS 

Has Mentula no right to carry his head high ? 
Lord of Formiae Chase, with the fine things 
therein — 
Fowls, pools, and vineyards, meadows, cornfields, 
boars, and deer. 
If these we count not riches, where will wealth 
begin ? 

But, by help of tradesmen and of usurers, all. 
Game, fish, crops, cattle, are become to him but 
air ; 
And whenever his pockets are turned inside out, 
Nothing but unpaid bills is, year by year, found 
there. 

Paradox ! Man of wealth and pauper ! Both at 
once ? 

End comedy of errors ; give to each its own. 
Rufile, Bills, in velvet, eat venison, quaff the wine. 

While Mentula in rags chews wild oats he has sown ! 
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EPITHALAMIUM 

Hymen, O Hymen, the Muse Urania's son. 
Who dwellest with thy Mother upon Helicon, 
Hark to Us, youths and maids, praying Thee quit 

thy hill, 
Take a bride where she would be of her own sweet 

will. 
Nor forget the veil orange-hued that needs must 

flow 
To hide happy blushes, or wreath for thy own brow. 
Haste hither ! let us watch the gleam of thy white 

feet 
In their yellow sandals ; dance to the time they 

beat ; 
While thy ringing voice inspires the whole of our 

nuptial band. 
And we bound like the fire-tongues from the pine- 
torch in thy hand ! 
Come ; for with good omens, herself as good as 

they. 
Our Julia Aurunculeia weds to-day ; 
Faif she as IdaUan Venus when she won 
Beauty's prize, the award of Paris, Priam's son ; 
DazzUng among virgins as myrtle, branch and 

flow'r, 
That the Asian Dryacls toy with in their bow'r. 
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Dear, Hymen, Aonian fields to Thee, cool caves, 
Where Aganippe leaps to music of its waves ; 
But they for a brief space will spare Thee to descend 

and school 
A bride to learn to love a new home it is hers to rule. 

Make soft desire to steal into her virgin mind. 
Be she ivy with the elm, to embrace and bind. 
Ye chaste maids, too, remember, pretty ones, a day 
Like this already for you each is on its way. 
Call him, " Hymen ! Hymen ! " Who of the Gods 

above 
Claims worship Uke to the minister of pure love ? 
Which should true lovers, anxious parents honour 

more — 
More, bridegrooms, wistful for the Wedding March, 

adore ? 
Hope we memory hereafter ? Pow'rs thine beyond 

compare ! 
Without thy rites no race Uves ; for no House, an 

heir. 
Bring out the Bride ! Lo, the God's track is in 

the sky ! 
" Hymen — very Hymen ! " and again, " Hymen ! " 

cry. 
Gates, unbar ! The Bride ! Torches, shake your 

shining hair ! 
" Pity, patience ! Bashful child, leave her quiet 

there." 
Weeping ? and why ? " For home ; nearer the 

time to part. 
Sharper the pangs, the fears, that vex a maiden's 

heart. 
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How if she have rivals ? " 

Folly to take alarm 
That elsewhere exists her superior in charm ! 
Aurunculeia, dry thy tears ; none lovelier on earth 
Has seen the dawn rise from where day in Ocean has 

its birth. 
In no beauty's garden Manlius has surveyed 
Has he found a flower to match his peerless maid. 
Bid her dread nought, and come ; for light fails. 

Good ! behold, 
The flame-coloured veil ! Now, torches ! your locks 

of gold ! 
Hail, the Bride, the Bride ! at length, though late, 

we are come 
To the mighty House, that shall be henceforth 

thy home, 
And asks of thy favour nought higher than the grace 
To serve thee till silvered age nods from that fair face. 
See ! the threshold without stumbling her precious 

feet have passed 
Auspiciously ; and our grateful task is fulfilled at last. 

Yet one prayer at parting ; that in season due 
An heir may be born, to embody and renew 
The Manlii's fame — a Torquatus who shall bend 
From his mother's breast, and at his sire's call extend 
Hands inviting with smile from half-op'n lips a kiss 
His right to require, and, to give, a father's bliss ; 
That strangers to the child and mother, not the race. 
Shall know his name, and her chastity, by his face ; 
That friends of the two may rejoice to find his 

character 
A rich heritage of virtues devolved on him from her ! 



Catullus, LXII, vv. 39-66. 



So, farewell to our blest Bride ! Alas for ' the 

maid 
Whom Hymen, good Hymen, does not vouchsafe 

to aid ! 
Lo, a plant in a cloistered garden grows unseen. 
There bruising plough or trampHng sheep have never 

been. 
Airs fondle, suns hearten, rains nurse it into bloom. 
Youths long for it, girls envy colour and perfume. 
Lawlessness breaks down the fence, sharp nails 

pluck it ; then 
Who heeds the ravished bud, girls' boast, desire 

of men ? 
Faded for playmates, e'en him who in evil hour 
Stole, spoilt the fragrance of the pure, the perfect 

fiow'r. 
Hymen, kind Hymen ! known to Thee a maiden's 

heart. 
Prone to love, blind at telUng untrue, true, apart. 
Be pitiful ! listen not only to the call 
Of brides whose happiness is the proud care of all. 
Remember love's wandering scapegoats in the wilder- 
ness ; 
Succour the unwedded Fair in her peril and distress ! 
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TO CALVUS ON THE DEATH OF 
QUINTILIA 

Cry on a mistress dear, companion true ? 

All dumb the tomb ; she cannot answer you. 

Weep, and your tears do nothing but efface 

Memory's vision of a lost embrace. 

Would you be with her still ? Then, cease to 

crave 
To make her share the sorrows that you have. 
She grieved to part ; never will she return. 
But to them that are gay, not them that mourn. 
'Tis yours to build for her a home to last. 
Of no vain present ; of th' enduring past. 
Sunshine joy to her, gladness she could give ; 
Open your arms : and smile her back to live ; 
" Dumb," you complain. Bid song, and lute, 

and flute 
Fill th' air with nuisic ; she will not be mute. 
" Bewail the early dead — departed ! " Nay, 
Remind of love ! She'll not be far away ! 



Catullus, LXVIII. 



BROTHER AND FRIEND 

Fortune played you, Manlius, a sharp turn, 

Shipwrecked cast you on Ocean's wild expanse. 

None with a better right than you to mourn. 
Bereft, and buffeting the foam of chance. 

Alas for what was, and is ! left to weep 

Lonely, on the couch a pure Venus blessed ; 
Lost the habit of curing want of sleep 
~ By the charms of old songs that once wooed 
rest. 

And now you call on me for aid, to save. 
As from the threshold of remorseless death ; 

To lift your sinking spirit from the wave, 

Revive from a gay heart your fainting breath ! 

It is your right ; your letter, with the tears 
That blur, in which I see that it was penned. 

The comfort claimed of verse and love endears 
You more ; more seals you a hundredfold my 
friend. 

But look not to find him you knew of old. 

Hear how fortune's tide whirls me too around : 
And you will recognize when you are told, 

Dirges, not carols, rise where he the drowned. 
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Manhood's spring blossomed for me, one flower ; 

In the Muses' garden I danced and sang. 
Mire might foul the water in the bower ; 

One smote a rock, and sweet a fountain sprang. 

A brother's death has swept down in a flood 
A household ! all our being shares his doom. 

The loss to me ? The earth whereon I stood 
Broke ; crumbled into ashes ; raised his tomb. 

He was the source alone of our delight ; 

'Twas his affection breathed life through the 
whole. 
All told of him ; so all I put to flight ; 

Each scene reminded I had lost a soul. 

Curst, yes, thrice curst, be the sour, haunted 
plain. 

Charnel-house for the brave of Greece and Troy, 
That stole, with my Brother, all I could gain 

From life ; whatever made its light and joy. 

Untimely taken ! his dust hid away — 
Not where the ashes of our kindred lie. 

Where a brother might daily weep and pray — 
In far, loathful soil, under a strange sky ! 

Blame not, Manlius, that I do not forget 

My dead Brother ! 

Brother, take not to heart 
That grief for you — ^incurable , regret — 

Leaves room for a friend's love to claim its part. 
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My Dead was ever grateful ; will rejoice 
That I keep not silence on debts I owe. 

But borrow from the Sisters Nine a voice 
Audible after I shall go below. 

Years' fast effacing touch must not conceal 
Worth hke that of Manhus in blind night. 

Though Uttle I beyond a name reveal, 

His deeds may be read in each line I write. 

Link that name with mine, Muses, in each page ; 

Charm it against the spider's stranghng thread ; 
Let its lustra grow as age follows age ; 

Immortahze Manhus mute and dead ! 

For I, as Ye know well, was sore oppressed. 

Goddesses, my eyes shed tears without cease ; 
Flames, as Etna's founts, seemed to burn my breast. 

And then — a heavenly pause ; there was peace ! 

As solace to parched wayfarer, when, worn 
With pacing fields sun-cracked, he comes upon 

A brook leaping down a broad vale. Alp-born, 
Clear as from airy peak and mossy stone ; 

Or as to mariners who long have tossed 

In seas against which it seemed vain to court 

Either Twin's aid, and they deemed themselves lost, 
When the wind veers to fair — they are in port ! 

Such Manlius for me ; and in return 

I can give but verse, and that halt and lame. 

May it keep rust, though hard to sing and mourn, 
Through dateless time from settling on his name ! 



Catullus, LXV and CI. 



A GRAVE 

O'er lands and waters many have I passed, 
To kiss the tomb wherein thy urn is laid ; 

That thy ashes may have from me their last 
Dues, and may hear the last sad farewell said. 

Hear ? No more than they can answer ; and yet — 
Dumb though they are, and deaf, 'tis in my pow'r 

Thus to tell my soul I do not forget 
All I lost by ill chances of an hour. 

" Old-world these my offerings ? " cannot tears, 
A Brother's, float them to the world beneath ? 

Cannot love scale barriers, space and years ? 
Cry, " For ever Hail ! " in the teeth of Death ? 

Remember, and to greet him ? I ? how well ! 

But He ? In Lethe bathes he even now. 
Who I that hail him am he could not tell ; 

His eyes the dust sealed, thrown upon his brow. 

I speak ; shall I hear thy voice back again. 
My Brother — see thy face than length of days 

More lovable ? 

I know I ask in vain ; 
Mute Thou, and barred for ever from my gaze. 
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An abyss divides us ; and where Thou art 
There is no thought of Me. Always I miss 

Half of my being ; halves of mind and heart 
Toss on floods of longing, strangers to bhss. 

As midnight silence of a leafy grove 

Is broken by a sister's tale in song 
Of twin sufferings by unhallowed love — 

Itys's death to avenge a joint wrong ; 

So I forlorn sit darkling in the shade 
Cast by thy untimely fate, and with dread 

Touch my lyre, waking sorrow by lays made 
For Thee to hear, that canst not, being dead ! 



Catullus, LXIV, vv. 43-201, 252-65. 



ARIADNE 

When Peleus wedded Thetis from the Sea, 
Heaven, Earth, Ocean joined the revelry. 
King Jove Himself descended from the crest 
Of His Olympus to attend the feast. 
Phthia's Palace with silver blazed and gold. 
Marvel of art, miracle to behold. 
The bridal bed within the central hall. 
Stood, cynosure of the high festival. 
Precious, exquisite, the couch did not scorn 
To borrow from all sources to adorn 
Perfection ; for the ivory was spread 
With a coverlet, purple or rose-red. 
Whereon noble dames' patient, loving skill 
Had worked heroic scenes 0I good and ill. 

Reading of those nuptials, in a day-dream 
The Bard of Sirmio, passing the gleam 
Of the burnished ivory to the rare 
Garniture for the Goddess to lie there. 
Found, as a poet will, where all was love 
On Earth below, and in the Realm above. 
Frame for a theme as grim as Attic brain 
Ever scowled forth in darkest tragic vein. 
A haunting dream ! Ah ! to fire passion, rage, 
From a long past to burn upon the page. 
As the lyrist of Old Rome could rehearse 
A tale far older in inimitable verse. 
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A girl, as in vision 'twixt night and morn ! 
A mere nightmare ; yet, while it lasts, forlorn. 
Pitiful, alone, upon the lonely sands, 
Eyes staring tow'rds a fleeing ship, she stands. 
The cheating slumber ! Still, if it would bide. 
Breaking but with her bridegroom by her side ! 

Alas ! real ! on the resounding shore 
Forsaken ; the ship sinking more and more 
On the horizon ; he giving the wind 
His broken vows to her he leaves behind. 

A King's daughter she ; now, with rapt, fixed 
eyes, 
And gaze, long gaze, of paralysed surprise. 
Like a stone Bacchante carved as from swoon 
Risen to find her sister revellers gone. 
If her abounding yellow curls have ceased 
To keep their coif, her bosom is released 
From its veil, and full breasts from out their 

band — 
And the waves sport with them upon the strand 
Round her feet, leaving her whole body bare — 
What their hap to her, billowing with care ! 
For her in the dank sea-weed lapped, the whole 
Of being, Theseus, liangs on thee ; her soul 
Traces its life's history ; she sees there 
Nothing but Theseus — Theseus everywhere. 

At Piraeus, on the curved quay, he stood 
Part of the tribute of Athenian blood, 
Crete's penalty for that of its King's son. 
Slain in some Attic brawl, in years bygone. 
Did she not hear that he had pledged his word 
To pay the tax in combat by his sword ? 
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She was prepared to love before his ships 

Had touched her shores, and he tasted her Ups. 

In her mother's chamber and arms, how well 

She remembered Spring's varied flowers ; the smell 

Of the myrtles pure as of those that grow 

On the banks where Eurotas' waters flow. 

But the door opened wide ; and in he came, 

No stranger to her ere he told his name. 

Her eyes fastened themselves on his ; ne'er turned 

Until each atom in her . body burned ; 

Nor body alone ; 

Child divine. Boy Love, 
Ruthless, who, with thy Mother in. her grove, 
Joyest at once to fondle and to scourge, 
Yet, though such thou art, wert not shamed to 

urge 
Maid new to life to toss on passion's sea. 
Trusting to a stranger's fidehty ? 
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That she doubted not. 

But the savage beast,. 
Making ready for its murderous feast ! 
Ah, pallid cheeks ! heart drooping ! In such strife 
Were the stakes even — glory, a life ? 
Yet she hoped ; the offerings she had made 
Could not displease the Gods ; the vows she paid 
For one in an unequal contest moved 
From pure love-fires that Heaven had approved. 
Yea ; so it was ! 

When some tree has been wont, 
Pitch-pine or oak, on Taurus to confront 
A hundred years of tempests, and defy 
All to lower its leafy panoply ; 
Then whirlwind, holding its breath for one shock. 
Hurls its whole self on the insolent' stock. 
And, condensed from far, the impetus shoots 
Through the boughs to the unregarding roots ; 
Face downwards falls the giant on the ground. 
Shattering all things in its way around ! 
Thus, prostrate lay the monstrous brute at last ; 
Impotent horns lashing the heedless blast. 

" Saved," the girl cries : " and by whom ? " 
And again : 
" How empty the conquest to him ! how vain 
The fame of it, but for my slender thread 
That, as he retraced the Labyrinth, led 
Feet else, as this or that way they inclined. 
Had served as well a master who was blind ! 

" By every rule of love was he not mine ? 
Yet more — for his sake did I not resign 
Sire, Sister — nay. Mother ? 
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Ah, last embrace ! 
I feel her farewell tears upon my face ! 

" At least I mourned ? Far from it ! A glad 
bride ! 
How could I grieve with Theseus by my side ? 
And still Heaven on a Heavenly deep ! 
Still 'twas a lover laid me down to sleep ! 

" Yesternight was it ? Can that bride be she 
Who woke, upon this foamy shore, to see 
The champion she had trusted with her life ' 
Fleeing, and from his dupe, forsworn, a thief ? " 
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As spasms of frenzy drgve, with heart aflame, 
Shrilly screaming, she wandered without aim ; 
Then, as the fit changed, would climb chffs, and 

throw 
Crumbled fragments in the grey surf below ; 
Or run, with half bared hmbs, to meet the crest 
Of the waves ere they fell, while she addressed 
Last agonized murmurs from salt-sprayed Ups 
In faint, chill sobs to the long vanished ships : 

" To bear me from the altars of my land. 
And abandon upon a desert strand ! 
Reckless of Heaven's jealousy of the stain 
Upon its honour of faith pledged in vain, 
To dare pollute, a perjurer, thy home ! 
When the barbarous plot essayed to come 
Within thy mind, did nothing bar its way ? 
Had pity nought for helpless me to say ? 
Not this the future that thou bad'st me view. 
Vistas of happy objects to pursue — 
Nuptial festivities, and wedded bUss ; 
Airy bubbles — floated to end in this ! 
Henceforth let Woman trust to no Man's oath, 
Hope no Man will be faithful to his troth ! 
If a man's passions rouse to lust for aught. 
He will withhold, be it oath, promise, nought ; 
Attests his Gods, declares his honour staked. 
The instant that his desire has been slaked. 
Will reverence for Gods or honour bind ? 
Look ; he has flung all pledges to the wind 1 

" What would have I refused thee, not to pait ? 
If marriage might have vexed thy Father's heart, 
I had been content within thy house to be 
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A handmaid, glad of any toil for thee ; 
To bathe in water from the fountain-head 
Thy feet, and lay with purple cloths thy bed. 
I who plucked thee from a whirlpool of death, 
Would have seen a brother draw his last breath 
Rather than fail thee on thy fateful day. 
AH, to be left for beasts and birds a prey. 
With none to care for the miserable dead. 
And sprinkle earth, one handful, on her head. 

" Surely no woman ; a honess gave 
Birth to nature like thine in a lone cave ; 
Or Syrtis, Charybdis, in jealous doubt 
Of treason, greed, beyond theirs, spat thee out ; 
For how could common human-kind repay 
My largess of sweet life after thy way ? 

" But no more of this ! Boots it to complain 
To ignorant winds ! I should feel how vain. 
Were not I stupefied by utter woe. 
To talk to air that has no sense to know 
My meaning, and had it, none to reply. 
He who ought is fled ; all alone am L 
Fortune's last insult this, to be denied 
One solace, a listener at my side ! " 



ARIADNE 53 

" Would, mighty Jove, the Athenian fleet 
Had never landed on the coast of Crete ! 
Would that the Prince who shipped of his own will 
With victims for the Bull he hoped to kill. 
In form, divine, had never been our guest 
To witch the heart in this unhappy breast ! 
And now ? What refuge mine ? Shall I repair 
To Macedonia in my despair ! 
How, with the cruel sea to block access ? 
Seek of a Father help in my distress ? 
My Father I exchanged, as I thought good. 
For a people red with my brother's blood. 
So, comfort myself mxist I as I may 
With my barter the eve I stole away. 
For my bridegroom's love, measure me the wide. 
Widening space between him and his bride. 
Look on me deserted on this waste shore. 
With, for my bounds, the ocean evermore. 
No plan for flight possible ; who to bring 
Hope, counsel, where I the one human thing ? 
Conspiracy of silence ; I resign 
Myself to death ; for that at least is mine ! 

" Yet shall not darkness seal my eyes in death ; 
Sense quit my tired limbs with expiring breath, 
•Before, a traitor's victim, I implore 
You, Gods, bear witness to the oaths he swore ; 
Claim of you in this hour which is my last 
To cleanse your fame from the slur he has cast ! 
And ye, Eumenides, whose foreheads dressed 
With writhing coils of hissing snakes attest 
The wrath ye nurse within, it is your due 
To register sin, and vengefuUy pursue. 
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Then hither, hither haste ! Hear my complaint ! 
Could such pain keep dumb — tolerate restraint ? 
Blind — woe me ! — with madness ; in ev'ry bone 
I burn ! Ye see I speak truth ! friendless, lone. 
To you I appeal ; can ye mock my grief 
As wild imaginings ? Give me relief ! 
Theseus deals me despair ; with as light mind 
May he bring it to those he left behind ! " 
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And She was heard. 

King .(Egeus had bid 
Theseus, his son, if conqueror, to rid 
His ship of mourning, and near home to change 
Its drear black for white canvas within range 
Of view. But, glooming o'^er his broken troth. 
He forgot, as he had that sacred oath. 
So, his Sire, seeing sad sails, in despair. 
Threw himself in the sea, and perished there. 

Not thus did Jove slight Ariadne's wrong. 
He called on Bacchus, where he sped along. 
Conquering. Bacchus heard ; as from Above 
Jove thundered, at once in pity and love — 
Sea and air traversed as land ; from his car 
In act to spring, and to embrace the Fair, 
The Young God brought his troop ; that leap and 

dance. 
Snake-girt Bacchanals, tossing head and lance ; 
Clashing loud timbrels with uplifted palms ; 
Chanting from secret caves their mystic psalms ; 
Rending calves limb from limb, beating the drum ; 
Fing'ring pipes that squeak, blowing horns that 

hurh ; 
Satyrs, Sileni, romping, tipsy, keen 
All to discover and salute their Queen ! 

" Has not Titian painted the mad scene ? " 
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QUINTUS HORATIUS FLACCUS 
(B.C. 65) 

Catullus could not help being a poet. Nature 
chose him for a poet. Horace chose poetry for his 
vocation. He loved to imagine that he was sealed 
by the Muses theirs from infancy. Never did one 
twine more carefully and resolutely his own bay 
wreath. He spared no pains to justify the legend, 
however it arose. Industry was paraded by him as 
a bard's indispensable quahiication. He flourished 
a file as his sword. Had the Ancients discovered 
the abomination of foot-notes, he might have used 
them as freely as Gray. Naturally the Odes have 
always been favourites of age rather than youth. In 
their own time, both for young and old, it was a merit 
the more to recognize adaptation from the Greek. 
Inspiration is an essential condition of poetry, though 
it is various in its working. Never immediatCj it 
may seem to be. Gradually it has been gathering 
warmth, mellowing, growing, within a Sappho, an 
iEschylus, a Ben Jonson, a Shelley, a Keats. On its 
first apparition to the world it is deemed — if perhaps 
only by a few — a prodigy, phenomenal. With Horace 
the power was not of this sort. Properties which 
might make a poet belong, undeveloped, to many 
eminent minds. Occasionally they are used other- 
wise. Possibly, as with a poet's second-sight Horace 
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himself may have perceived, he could, in different 
circumstances, have become a man of affairs, an 
Emperor's confidant, a writer exclusively of faultless 
Satires and Epistles. Fortunately for literature, 
instinct put into his hand the tools with which he 
opened his favourite mine of Inspiration. 

Words embody finally Inspiration for every poet, 
however Nature-made. They were the peculiar 
ground from which Horace finally elicited poetry. 
He discovered in them a crystalline quality — an 
analogy, whatever their nativity. They fitted in one 
another and shone doubly. He tried them one on 
another. He tested them in divers patterns with 
extraordinary pains, curiosity, and devotion. And a 
special vein he found Whatever form Inspiration 
had assumed in Greek lyrics he examined with micro- 
scopic minuteness, with intense sympathy. The 
result he applied to the Latin tongue. For all we 
know his enslaved ancestry may itself have been 
Hellenic. Gifted with inexhaustible patience, he 
never was either disheartened or satisfied. He cared 
not how often he pulled to pieces, and renewed, the 
trial scaffolding. All was a labour of love. Some- 
times, I have no doubt, there was an entire failure. 
The works had been started on a sandy or no basis. 
He broke them up, and began again. He was, it is 
to be feared, a cruel father of verse. Tolerably often, 
on the other hand, I should say, he admired the 
mechanical completeness, and let the thing stand. 
Of such are not a few Odes, stone or wood, solid enough, 
with many blank windows. At all events he was never 
discouraged. Back was he in his studio, clipping. 
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smoothing, polishing, oihng. Hark ! was not that a 
sigh of content — a gurgling settling down — a laugh ? 
" Yes ; the Thing was alive ! " 

Grand examples of the Art are the " Dedication," 
" Cleopatra," " Fortune," " A Winter Evening," 
" Regulus," " Enough," " A Poet's Consecration." 
They are the more characteristic perhaps for a smell 
of the lamp. It is among traits which, with some 
poets, may have contributed to satisfy the poetic 
needs of after-ages. This has been the fortune of 
Horace. He would have been ready to put up with 
the suggested disparagement. No such qualification 
is necessary, or permissible, for whole-hearted delight 
in the " Monument," " Pyrrha," a " Talisman," the 
" Fountain of Bandusia." 



Hot. I. r. 
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Maecenas, royal, not by race alone, 

To Thee I inscribe my Book — 'tis thy own. 

Where but with Thee my shelter from Earth's 

storms ? 
In common life what grace and sweetness ? 

None ! 

I look around this varied world of ours, 
Manifold the spheres for Man's joys and pow'rs — 

Mobs' huzzas, gold, ofifice, glory, and blood, 
Or sleeping life away in careless bow'rs. 

Thus, here a turf-lord, stretching from his car. 
Savouring dust, and clamour near and far. 

Grazes with burning outer wheel the goal ; 
To skim death for a wreath, or shine a Star. 

There starves a rogue-in-grain, rather than spare 
A crust for himself ; or floats off on air — 

A windy rabble's breath — ^his heir's estate, 
A bubble, to burst on a Curule Chair. 

Vainly by terms Attalus might afford 
Would an owner of goods in Cyprus stored 

Bribe a peasant from fields he hoes and loves 
To fetch them across an element abhorred. 



DEDICATION 63 

Even a merchant may be slowly wise, 
Laud suburban ease and grass, shun the rise 

Of a near sou'-wester, before it roars, 
And mingles in confusion seas and skies. 



But the mood passes. Lower sinks his store : 
He dreams he hears Poverty at the door. 

His barques had been laid up, as if for good : 
" Haste, and refit ! " He tempts his fate once 
more. 

Another courts idlesse : does not refuse 
Cups of old Massic ; for they will excuse 
Indolent talk ; though best it is to Ue 
In an arbutus's green shade, and muse 

On Nothing ; moving, if at all, beside 

A not too loud voiced brook, there to abide 

Until the sun's declining rays announce 
Busy day's retirement 'neath Ocean's tide. 

And the while from cottage, city, 'and hall 
Gather men at clarion's, trumpet's call. 

The summons gave conquering Rome a world. 
Young hearts beat high at it, and Mothers' fall. 

Nature's humour ; for, as she makes some play 
With Time as trouble to cajole away. 

Others resent odd minutes as they fly. 
Without leaving monuments of their stay ; 
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If denied trophies of a bloody fight, 
At least leave loving wife at dawn of hght, 
To loose the straining whelps upon a hind, 
Or intercept a wild boar in his flight. 

Not mine such toils, ease, prizes ; and my days. 
With their share both of labour and sun's rays 

Playing about my brows where'er I roam, 
Would, be contented without a crowd's praise. 

My Art is one which uplifts me among 
The Gods in Heaven — the pursuit of song — 

With its ivy wreath were Greeks crowned of 
old; 
Be mine to feel a rapture ; borne along 

Into cool glades, where, as I dare advance. 
Light-footed Nymphs, Satyrs, will round me dance, 

Euterpe, Polyhymnia lead the quire, 
And dull Ufe melt ih music and romance ! 

I had no choice ; the Muses willed me here 
To make my home, their service my career. 

But, without Thee, my human lot had been 
To haunt their grove a mute leaf, dry and sere. 

And now, living, singing— through Thee— again 
I pray, read, though Thou knowest ev'ry strain. 
Rank me — Thou may'st — with Is^ists, prophets, 
bards ; 
And to the Stars I mount. Earth I disdain ! 
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PYRRHA 

In your rose garden, Pyrrha, false and fair, 
I wonder who — you're not alone, I swear- 
It is for whom within the kindly grot 
You bind, unbind, that wealth of sunny hair. 

Artless elegance ! Can there be alarms. 
For any folded in those clinging arms. 
Of knitted brows, sharp words, and stormy 

eyes. 
Where late were none but smiles, and honeyed 

charms ? 

Unknowing he how fast a wind can turn. 

And golden girls, as skies, now freeze, now burn, 

Deny their door, once never closed to him — 
Poor innocent ! how much he has to learn ! 

Faithful for aye, he thinks. And I thought so. 
Ere I was cast adrift. " Envy ? " Oh no ! 

Joy to have 'scaped with Ufe a Siren's wiles. 
See, my clothes drip ; 'twas not so long ago. 
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A WINTER EVENING 

Day closes fast ; Soracte, deep in snow. 
Looks down upon a wide, white plain below ; 

Forests stagger beneath their load ; 

Streams halt, paralysed as they flowed. 

War on frost ; warm, dissolve it into mirth ; 

Pile large and larger logs upon the hearth. 
Tap our mellowest wine ; a guest 
This night must drink our modest best. 

Weather is Heaven's concern ; winds will cease 
At its choice to fight ; and there shaU be peace. 
'Tis not our affair that they lash 
That cypress and old mountain ash. 

Avoid prpng ; foreseeing ill is vain ; 

Count a good day from Fortune so much gain. 

Blithe Thaliark, grey hairs will grow ; 

Ev'n your temper breed sourness too. 

Now is your Spring ; refuse not in youth's day 
That happy season's sweets, frolic and play. 
They are aye ready ; need no art 
But what's native to a young heart, 
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Have you never caught, in a soft June eve's 
Hush, your name murmured from a bower's 
leaves ? 

Not Summer's this hour, but austere 

December's, yet I think I hear 

Feminine voices — my friend's girls, you know, 
From the next farmstead, under the hill brow. 

They are at hide-and-seek, and claim 

You for a partner in their game. 

Hark ! the gay tell-tale laugh, if half suppressed, 
To guide looked-for intruders to the nest ! 
Not too fast ! though she will not mind 
You snatch the forfeit when you find ! 



Hor. I. 23. 



A TALISMAN 

Souls innocent of wrong, unspoiled 
Children of Nature, seed to flow'r, 

By strange influences unsoiled. 

Bloom secure, each in its own bow'r. 

Should Fortune such a being doom 
To quicksands on Cyrene's coast, 

Or the inhospitable gloom 

Of Caucasus's clouds and frost, 

Or amid monsters to abide 

Where rolls Hydaspes, nought his need 
For Moorish darts, or, at his side. 

Bow and quiver, death in each reed. 

No champion chartered he to kill. 
Or beast, or tyrant ; Nature's aim 

For him to be her voice ; his skill 
Given him to exalt her name. 

Hers She has sealed him with a charm 
Aweing her wildings ; earth, sea, air. 

Unite to shelter him from harm ; 
Sacred he passes everywhere, 
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Meditating the other day 

Song to Lalage, my sole care, 
From my garden I chanced to stray 

Up the green hill-side, unaware. 

Into a sun-lit forest glade. 

Suddenly, with a snarl, or scream, 
A gaunt wolf sprang from out the shade, 

Athirst for blood, as it might seem. 

Two red eyes glared, and he was gone — 
An apparition — whence he came. 
In the sunlight I stood alone ; 
On my lips still Lalage's name ! 

" Miracle ? Portent ? " Yes ; and No. 

If beasts of this discerning turn 
In Daunia's oak woods do not grow. 

Or where lions breed and sands burn 

In Juba's realm, 'tis for the lack 

Of my talisman. 

Set Me down 
At the World's foggy, torpid back. 

Where Jove in sulks retires to frown ; 

Or be I by blind Fate's decree 
Sentenced, the Sun-god at my heels. 

In ever shifting tent to flee. 

Homeless, before his angry wheels ; 
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From miseries on either part 

I seek abroad relief in vain ; 
Cower at last to my own heart, 

Here most of all expecting pain ! 

Poor Exile I ! when, glad surprise ! 

Who but Herself, my Darling, there, 
The old love leaping from her eyes ! 

And the two wildernesses ? Where ? 

Where ice and snow, the starveling trees — 
Hot sand-storms, whirhng death along ? 

Groves rustling in a summer breeze ; 
Purling brooks, and the skylark's song ! 

For who is Nature's Queen but She ? 

Music what, but to see her walk ? 
Whom could I love but Lalage ? 

Hark ! the sweet laugh ! Hark ! the sweet 
talk! 



Hor. I. 24. 



TO VIRGIL 

Ashamed of thy grief ? How by yard and line 
Measure infinite loss to us who love. 

In a life so dear? Lead, O Muse Divine, 

Our dirge with voice and touch inspired by 
Jove. 

Quintilius is gone ; has he left here 

Another hke himself ? Where shall we find 

Among living men one to be his peer, 
The pattern for ourselves who stay behind ? 

Forgotten ? No ! too high for that the plan. 
The standard, he ruled, for himself, of right ; 

Good faith *bo stainless, between man and man ; 
Truth from his lips too pure, bathing in hght ! 

But the Friend ? Insistent the finger Sleep 
Has pressed upon his eyehds. We in vain 

Implore his counsel ; cry to him to keep 
Converse we loved, and he did not disdain. 

Many lament ; thou, Virgil, most of all. 

The burden of thy vows was to commit 
Him to Heaven's care. Ah ! how has that call 

Been satisfied — the trust thou laid'st on It ! 
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No longer, as for Orpheus, will the mute 
Woods and ghosts a bard's minstrelsy obey ; 

Else, with love as warm, a tenderer lute. 
Thou wouldst be heard, and Death would yield, 
as they. 

No song, though thine, bows Fate now to unlock. 
And blot her Book, once the not unkind God 

Has gathered his shadowy, sunless flock. 
And numbered with quiverings of his rod. 

Hard for us. But 'tis impious to dare 
Censure Heaven's decrees. And Time will cure. 

Be 111 what lU must be ; suffer, and bear. 
When Fate speaks 'tis profane not to endUre. 



Hor. I. 35. 



FORTUNE 

Goddess, though thou art pleased to wear thy 

crown 
At Antium, thou roamest up and down, 

Lifting a beggar to a throne. 

Turning a paean to a groan. 

The peasant courts thy smile with anxious pray'rs 
For his starved crops ; and the merchant for wares 

In barque toiling against the breeze ; 

As if thou ruledst winds and seas. 

Scare thou, and hope of Tartars aye in flight, 
Dacians at bay, Latins fierce in fight. 

Purple-clad Kings and Queens await 

Thy decree to put off their state. 

It is known at touch of thy foot will fall 
The tallest column ; when is heard thy call 

To arms — " To arms " — ruins shall be 

Empires built for Eternity. 

Thou comest — men expect when thou wilt go ; 
Here and there thou hoverest ; to and fro. 

They ask not whose, what, whence the force ; 

Assume- no power guides thy course. 
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Fools not to know that Nature has no room 
For thee ; that thou f oUowest after Doom, 

That leads ; than, Fortune, with thy wheel 

Marchest dutifully at heel. 

Harsh Doom will let thee in no Palace stay. 

Often thy best boon is to haste away ; 
Impel thy favourite to find 
Fresh quarters ; never look behind. ■» 

Well when thou and he step from the closed 
door. 

Both garbed as befits self-respecting poor. 
Yet not alone ; as off your feet 
Ye shake the dust, companions meet 

Are not lacking ; blithe Hope is by your side. 
And old-fashioned Loyalty, with just pride. 
As it attends, clad in pure white, 
That ye, not yours, were its deUght. 

No loss if the mob, wont, gratis, to feed. 
Mistress, false to love in the hour of need. 
Parasites at the last cork drawn. 
Slink — ^night-birds at approach of dawn. 

Doom and Fortune, ye are not, as men deem. 
Blind scatterers that ye to them may seem. 

Ye judge for virtue, and for vice ; 

Are not the puppets of caprice. 
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Yet, though well could Caesar endure, we know. 
Whatever storms may about him blow. 

Calm we ask, not for him, for sake 

Of tasks his lot to undertake. 

As Doom's vassal, Fortune, would thou might'st wear 
One aspect, hence be ever good and fair. 

It is Doom that sends Caesar forth 

To remote Britain on the North, 

And where in the far East the billows roar, 
A red flood, upon Arabia's shore ; 

Doom, that from him our younger swarm 

Of fighters must unlearn to arm 

Rome against Rome, kindred Ufe against Ufa — 

Open fratricide, unnatural strife — 

To be vain of swords, that each one 
Stain on a blade marks a crime done. 

Insolent Age ! from what forbidden track 
Of strange sin has it shrunk in horror back, 
What novel infamies not dared. 
Where the Altars that it has spared ? 

Consecrate purer anvils in our land. 

Pluck, Goddess, away the gore-rusted brand ; 

Beat straigh't and sharp to deal death's blow 

At Massagete or Arab foe. 

Imperial Rome has proved that she can keep 
Her place though all the fountains of the deep 

Burst on her. Bid the ordeal cease ! 

Stern Doom, kind Fortune, give her Peace ! 



Hor. I. 37. 



CLEOPATRA 

Young men and maidens,- dance and play 
On this triumphant holiday. 

Praise to the Gods above ! 

Chiefly to mighty Jove ! 

Glad feasting none for Gods or men, 

No carolling, or revels, when 
Th' Egyptian Fury came. 
Breathing murder and flame ; 

With, in her adulterous train, 
Creatures that once were Romans ; vain 
Of the livery they wore. 
And the false oaths they swore ; 

Dupes all ; and she of dupes the prime. 
She the proud Capitol to cUmb ! 

Fortune's minion, to cry 

For a star from the sky ! 

From what a crazy height to drop ! 
Down from what an insolent hope ! 

The fires that burned her fleet 

Lighted her flying feet ! 
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Hast marked a falcon tow'ring high 
O'er cow'ring dove, or hunter's eye 

Tracking on Haemon's snow 

Timid hare or roe ? 



Yet no light enterprise to chase 
Tigress at heart, Goddess in face ; 
Enchantress of old Nile, 
Skilled to slay with a smile. 

Hell-framed, challenge Rome's Paragon, 
A Monster, Nymph and beast in one. 

Ah ! the shock of the twain ! 

Earth could not both contain. 



Long had she ranged in untamed pride. 
And all the pow'rs of Rome defied ; 
Nor fell as cowards fall, 
But with back to the wall. 



No prison built by man could hold 
Brain so subtle, or heart so bold ; 

Hers no fear to die ; 

Not hers from home to fly. 

Some might have sailed into the blue, 
Where e'en Rome's eagles never flew ; 
Moored on an unknown strand, 
^nd reigned in Fairyland ; 



78 HORACE 

Another have bowed meek and low, 
Stooping to be a Triumph's show ; 

Where vowed to reign— have come, 
A Queen in chains — to Rome ! 

Head erect, this One read her fate ; 
She reaped that she had sown, of hate ; 

She had dared, and had lost ; 

She chaffer o'er the cost ! 

Gone from Her, Crown— life too — but How ? 
Egypt's Monarch could not allow 

Others that to control ; 

Alone She planned the whole, 

Drank the cup brimful — ^her last breath 
Kept to savour in like sort death. 
With as unsated zest 
Clasping to her white breast 

Both serpents in her vaUant grasp. 
That, as her eyes met Death, each asp 

Should its venom instil 

At her imperial will. 

Man-eater, smelling blood, at bay, 

Pharaoh still, royally She lay- 
Scornful and wonderful. 
Savagely beautiful ! 



Hor. I. 38. 



TETE-A-TETE 

I entertain company, Boy, to-day ; 

See that all is in festival array. 

Nay, not those Persian rugs Maecenas gave ; 

They would not suit the purpose that I have. 

I want nothing rare or scarce. You are bound 

Garden-wards, I guess ; and to hunt around 

For " late roses " — but spare them. In my walks 

I like to find loiterers on their stalks. 

Yet, I agree, a feast ought to be dressed 

As no week-day thing, and to look its best. 

So, Lad, for you possess a pretty taste 

In flower-ware, save me the silly waste 

On dry goods store stuif . — Hie ! our myrtle grove ! 

Plait — for yourself too — thence the wreaths I love. 

Could heart desire for beauty and perfume 

Better than from a myrtle in full bloom ? 

" Guest, or guests ? " 

Well, 'tis just myself. The feast 
I give to the circle of my own breast. 
Much abroad I have fed of late — on fair 
Words, that somehow ring hollow — used-up air. 
I pay in unreal thanks from a like self. 
Waiting its turn to lie upon the shelf. 
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At times I've- almost feared that I begin 
To forget what sort they who hide within. 
But this eve I will be natural ; free 
To see myself as none but self can see. 
" Good appetite," beneath the trellised vine. 
To the whole company that drinks my wine ! 



Hor. II. I. 



CIVIL WAR 

Of a bold spirit he that would engage 
To thread the mazes of this troubled age ; 
Trace how jealousy's seeds were sown, 
And, nurtured within hearts, had grown 

From germs into passion ; how petty strife 
Expanded to an empire's throes for life. 
Ah, the chance medley ! sores and freaks. 
Hazards as when a dice-box shakes ; 

Till a world rocks on Fortune's mocking waves; 

Alliances of great chieftains dig their graves ; 
And the whole sinks in a red flood 
That still stains souls — fraternal blood ! 

As I meditate the righteous aim 

To speak a warning more than praise or blame. 

At once I pity and admire — 

To tread and probe a crust of fire ! 

And think what for this Thou quittest ! 

The Muse 
Of Tragedy retires as pen pursues 
Its brave historic course ; the fate 
Of large brains ; some gifts stand and wait. 

6 ^' 



82 HORACE 

Verse first ; though when Annals have had their 
right, 

Drama may resume its claim — one not light — 
With insight memory will yield 
To home strifes, Thebes or Rome the field. 

No less will the Courts lose ; for they have known 
The eloquent Pollio in his gown ; 

The Senate, with its many wise, 

Who joyed to see Polho rise ! 

Even in arms will One be missed who fought 
Not the less fiercely for the brain that thought. 
None can forget how he brought home. 
Bay-wreathed Salohae's spoils to Rome ! 

Yet well that Law, Statesmanship, Stage, and War, 
Resign him to tasks beyond all before. 

Where else such witness to be had 

To show mankind itself run mad ? 

I listen ; as bugles and trumpets blow. 
My ears ring ; the battle rolls to and fro ; 

A blaze of steel ; a rushing host ; 

Steeds wheel, riders blench ; the day is lost 

Read not on ; for it is of high and great 
Trampled in no base dust, who swayed the State ; 
And this our World subdued — 

the whole ? 
Not, Untamable — 

Cato's soul ! 
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^^icheve^ lost, for Rome a sorry gain ! 
But glut for Juno and her Moorish train 

Of Roman blood to wash a tomb — 

Jugurtha's — ^and avenge his doom. 

Few harvests ripen where in feuds accurst 
Latin swords have not reaped their harvest first ; 
Where will not ploughs, turning a clod, 
Find fratricide, dread wrath of God ? 

Search out gulf or river that has not been 
Condemned by civil crime to be the scene 

Of grief for guiltless homes ; a shore 

Not crimsoned with ItaUan gore. 

Our discords are a by- word ; neighbours jeer ; 
Subject nations look up, and cease to fear. 

For Medes, Rome is become a wreck ; 

Their feet already on her neck ! — 
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Quiet, Muse ! you speak truth ; but have a care ; 
Simonides's dirge is not your air. 

Venus's grot hard-by I know. 

Come ; we'll tune with a Ughter bow. 



Hor. II. 17. 



TO M^CENAS 

Dear and unkind ; unkind because so dear ; 
You tell me that your life wanes fast, 
And joy to think that, when 'tis past, 

I shall survive to weep upon your bier. 

Rebellious you against high Heav'n's decree. 
Which twined our threads of thought and 
heart. 
And will not suffer them to part. 
Oh ! wish it not, in pity. Friend, to me ! 

Can I forget how dark my lot, and mean. 
Till you made me your sunshine share ; 
Till at your bidding vanished care — 

How AU you are, the Nothing else I'd been ? 

Where is the blast in nature that could rend 
A single soul, and half be left, 
A living ghost, maimed and bereft. 

To chase the fond shadow of a fied friend ? 

Nightmare begone ! whene'er your call shall 
sound. 
Lead, Captain ! and I fear no ill ; 
In death as life I follow still. 
I have sworn where you, thither I am bound ! 
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PENALTIES OF GREATNESS 

All you not of my Church, I ban ; away ! 

And silence, ye that are, of grace, I pray. 
Maidens and Youths, list to the verse 
That first I, Muses' Priest, rehearse. 

As sheep follow their shepherd. Kings give law 
To theirs ; woe to Kings if they yield not awe 

To Jove who trod the Giants down. 

Fear, Monarchs, His Almighty frown ! 

Gods exceed men in power, and man man. 
One lays his vineyard on a larger plan ; 

This candidate puts forth a claim 

Ancestral ; that, personal fame ; 

A third reUes on merit less than votes. 
Blind Doom meanwhile shakes from her arm the 
lots ; 

No heed to high or low at all ; 

Yet the names in their just turns fall ! 

Majesty, glory, riches are but shows. 
Accidents, sport of any wind that blows ; 

Empty as bubbles when their cost 

Is faith betrayed and honour lost 
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Spread a feast for a pampered Tyrant fit ; 
Hang by a thread a drawn sword over it ; 

Meats savourless, hoarse the tunes played. 

Conscience bleeds from that naked blade. 

Gentle Sleep will stoop beneath cottage eaves, 
And disdains not banks fanned by rustling leaves. 

Zephyr woos it within the glen 

Of Tempe, far from busy men. 

Cut our cravings down to the just. Enough ; 
Then, 'tis nothing to us if seas wax rough ; 

If Arcturus set, Hsedus rise, 

In fierce league to wreck argosies. 

Hark ! a hail-storm beating upon the slope ; 
Heavier, heavier ! dead. Autumn's hope ! 

Alas ! my poor, rich landlord ! I, 

Owning no vines, sit dry, and sigh ; 

Instead of a crazed dread, had his been mine. 
That Nature was possessed with one design. 
For her heats, frosts, blasts, floods to arm, 
And spoil the crops of that curst farm ! 

Ill to lose ; weary to keep ; the distaste 
Wealth breeds ! Sick of earth, it reclaims the 
waste 
Of waters ; steaUng for its own 
A sea-plot. Quarried rocks are thrown 
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By interchanging ranks, that in turns sleep. 
Into the muzzled and protesting deep. 

The Master has his royal way ; 

He commands ; earth and sea obey. 



Nay ;, but Fear and Foreboding ? With the lord. 
They mount the gangway, sit at the same board, 

Drink to him out of the same cup. 

Grin at him when he quaffs it up. 

Spied on by traitors bred in his own mind. 
How break prison wherein he is confined ? 
By stealth a galley is equipped. 
Hid for what port my lord has shipped. 

Safe not e'en thus, by night he swims to land ; 
Careers over illimitable sand. 

A snarl ! on pillion, lo ! the Pair ! 

One, in Two, gibbers, scowls Black Care ! 

Now, Neighbour, You, who purple of Tyre wear. 
Lustrous beyond the Cynosure, and rear 
Marble halls, nor would be content 
Without Massic, and Persian scent — 



Excuse me, but, I see, somehow you ail 
In soul, body, heart, liver ; you grow pale 
At a sound, a look ; even quake — 
Do purple, marbles heal an ache ? 
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" No ? " Well, I will not trouble then to pile 

Money to refurnish in the new style. 
Doors of mother-of-pearl and gold, 
In halls that cUents, hundreds, hold. 

Invite Envy too ; and I am not one 
To rate pomps worth the risks their seekers run. 
Exchange for my dear Sabine vale 
Splendour to work me cark and bale ! 



Hor. III. 2. 



HOW TO BE A ROMAN 

Would you be a Roman ? To reach that end, 
Grasp Poverty's hand ; she is worth's best friend. 
And what the school for boy to gain 
Wit from Want like a brisk campaign ? 

Make for the East ; and there with horse and 
spear 

Teach Parthians all that it means to Fear. 
With sky for roof, life in your hand, 
Be — muscles, soul — at Rome's command- 

Battle is joined ; and the Parthian Queen 
Climbs with her Daughter where it shall be seen 
How a King can fight : " Look, Girl, find 
Our foes scattered, chaff, by the wind ! " 

Nay ; not foes like this ; let a King beware 

Of meeting a lion fresh from his lair. 
To pay debts long due, lo ! One come 
Thirsts for revenge, champion of Rome ! 

Whatever befalls ! whether Fortune yield 
Defeat or triumph on a hard-fought field — 

Weal or woe — be your duty done ; 

And you, in woe or weal, have won. 
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Sweet and beautiful 'tis to will to die 
For the Fatherland ! And how base to fly ! 
The folly too ! Will sly Death lack 
Drugs to lame knees and wrench a back ? 

Honour, though far the goal that it may strive 
To reach, will never fail ; it must arrive. 
Be the prize such as leaves a stain, 
'Tis not worth Honour's while to gain. 

For vulgar minds a puff of vulgar air 
Unseats, as it seats on the Curule Chair. . 
Virtue will not accept a voice 
That does, not rise at Her own choice. 



Hor. III. 3. 



THE STRONG SOUL 

Hail to the Champion of the Right, 
The heart that cannot stoop to Might ! 
Mob passion wrenched to ill. 
Scorning bounds to its will. 

Moves him as little as the breath, 
Blasting from tyrant's mouth, of Death. 
A righteous soul has nerve 
That knows not how to swerve, 

Though Auster scream, Hadria swirl. 
And Jove's right hand the lightnings hurl. 

What if this world is wrecked ! 

A true man stands erect ! 

Pollux, Hercules, through the force 
Of this secret climbed in their course 

The citadels of BUss ; 

Augustus shall through this 

Banquet there, and, a God, hft up 
To his red lips th' Olympian cup. 

By it Thee, Bacchus, bore. 

Commissioned conqueror. 
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Raging tigers yoked in thy car, 

Through utter India afar. 

Thus, driving steeds of Mars, 
Romulus scaled the stars. 

Sing, Muse, how Juno came t'abate 
Her continuity of hate 

For all of Trojan blood. 

She in her Palace stood. 



Tracing Troy's crimes ; the debt unpaid 
To the Gods for the walls they made ; 

Hers, Minerva's, offence — 

Paris's insolence ; 

With his treason — to crown the whole — 
Against the host, whose bride he stole ; 

While the people and King 

Shared in the plundering. 

" Where wrath," cried She, " revenge, more just ? 
When fuller ? Troy a heap of dust ! 

The Adulterer slain ! 

A legend Priam's reign ! 

" But perjuries have paid their price ! 
A race have died as sacrifice ; 

Ev'n Hector, though he beat 

My Greeks back to their Fleet. 
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" So — and I see ye all assent — 
Let ourselves, from whose discontent 
The strife on Earth arose, 
In which we fought as foes, 

" Sign peace ! 

My pledge, a Trojan born 
Of Silvia to Mars ; though sworn 

To deathless feud with Troy, 

I cannot hate the boy. 

" Old rancours I forgo for sake 
Of Mars my son and Jove's, and take 
This his child to my heart. 
And welcome him as part 

" Of ourselves, inmate to become. 
Life's fever past, of our bright home. 

Lo ! free gift of my ire 

To him and to his sire. 



" So long as rolls a sea between 
Rome and where Ilium has been. 

Free for Me exiles are 

To reign ; I set no bar. 

" While o'er a desecrated mound. 
Grave of Priam, Paris, herds bound. 
And their whelps wild beasts hide 
In wrecks of Royal pride. 
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" I fret not if the world with awe 
Accept the nod of Rome as law ; 
If She in triumph lead, 
Praying grace, trampled Mede. 

" Let her proud name wherever heard 
Beyond the Great Sea be a word 

Of terror to the Moor, 

And on th' Egyptian shore. 

" Be her resistless legions hurled 

At the barriers of the world. 

Till ice, and walls that burn. 
Warn, from Heav'n, to return. 



" Others may lust for gold ; will grope. 
Selling sunlight, in a mean hope ; 
Spurning all, as they mine. 
Laws human and Divine. 



" Gold's home is underneath the ground ; 
There let it sleep, unsought, unfound. 

Rome, be thou ever brave ; 

Refuse to get, or have. 

'J So reading in the Book of Fate, 
I grudge not that thou wilt be great ; 
Myself, when thou art grown. 
Will give thy brow a crown ! 
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" But, Romans, soldiers as you are. 
Be not presumptuous ; beware 

Of the descent you trace ; 

Of duty to, your race. 

" Dream not, for your long buried past, 

Of resurrection ! 

From the waste, 
When ' New Ilium ' springs. 
Doom's bird will flap its wings ; 

" And, as long since across the sea. 
So now from the blue hosts shall be, 
Juno their Captain, come 
To crush the might of Rome. 

" Thrice were this Troy encompassed round 
With walls Divine, thrice to the ground 
Should Argives raze them ; thrice 
Should women pay the price, 

" Widowed and childless, of the guilt 
Of Paris, and for Troy rebuilt. 

Jove's Queen and Sister swears ; 

Goddess, who knows not tears ! " 

Cease ! 

I know, when the theme, my Muse, 

Was praise, that thou couldst not refuse 
To join thy playful lyre 
With a whole empire's quire. 
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But be not bold ; 

when Gods converse, 
Stay thy thin treble. To rehearse 

Their thunders is not thine ; 

For Others rage Divine ! 



Hor. III. 4. 



THE MINSTREL OF PEACE 

Vouchsafe, Calliope, my Queen, to come 
And abide with me, from Heaven thy home. 

Sing, aught, so the song last, to flute, 

Pipe, or Apollo's own, the lute. 

Am I cheated by fancy's loving dream, 
Or hear I real music, as- it would seem, 

Rapt to groves of the Muses, where 

Waters play under a glad air ? 

They are faithful to such as they approve 
Loyal to their mission of grace and love ; 
And seal them with a mark at birth. 
Known through wild places of the earth. 

I am Venusian born ; and, 'tis said 

That on Mount Volture outside bounds I strayed. 

Venturesome child, but with a sense 

That Heaven protects innocence. 

My father searched everywhere in alarm, 
And found me, far away, but safe from harm. 
Over me, laid tired down to rest. 
Doves had heaped leaves, as 'twere a nest, 



THE MINSTREL OF PEACE 99 

It is a land of legends ; the tale spread 
In Banzi's glades, Forenza's favoured mead, 

Up Acerenza's eyrie steep. 

The miracle ! a boy asleep. 

Saved, in his fresh green coverlet, from bear 
And black viper, all, in good time to wear 

Upon his brow the double wreath. 

Myrtle and bay, that baffles death. 



Choose, Muses ; it is, must be, as ye will ; 

Take, set me down on Sabine uplands, chill 
Prseneste, Tibur's sloping side. 
Where Baise courts the soft sea tide. 

How could I nurse a wish that was not yours — 
I from Phihppi's rout snatched to your bow'rs — 

The poor mortal ye flew to save 

From curst tree and Velian wave ! 

Be I with you, right gaily will I sail 
Bosphorus, though tossed by its maddest gale ; 
Were worlds between of burning sand, ' 
Call — I cross them to kiss your hand. 

Minstrels, like their Muses, are keen to hear 
Strange tongues and see strange sights ; how should 
I fear. 
Though I lodge with Britons, quaff blood 
Of mares, swim Dnieper, ev'n Don's flood ? 
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But ye are called to higher work than long 
Roamings to win Earth's wastes to love of song. 
Lo ! Caesar here, with Peace restored, 
And his legions giv'n their reward ! 



On a time rebel Titans, we are told. 
Wroth at fall of easy Saturn, waxed bold 
To league against an untried Crown, 
And beat its castled Palace down. 



They resented a younger than they all 
Had dared proclaim Himself imperial ; 

Regulate sea, order men, land ; 

Affect a title to command 



Realms beneath with unreal sun and sky, 
Gods that aye live. Earth-born that never die ; 
Blind to the changeless law that Might, 
Used for good, is both Might and Right. 

■> 
Once olily was the calm disturbed of Jove ; 

Even Himself was moved as the Twins strove 

To crush Olympus at a blow — 

Pelion above : it below ! 



Amazement, more than fear. The Gods may know 
A surprised pang, grief, love, remorse, and woe. 
It is as Gods ; passes the pain 
As a bad dream ; and they are sane. 
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Thus 'twas then ; an instant's silence ; a loud 
Crash, as mountains in collision ; a cloud 

That hid Olympus ; then, blue sky; 

And Heaven's Palaces on high ; 



With,, in the full front, the all mighty Throne, 
And, august, serene, seated there, alone, 
Jupiter, judging from His Hill 
Between the Pow'rs of Good and 111. 

For Chaos fought, with many lost to fame, 
Rhcete, Porphyrion, Mimas, Typhon's flame, 
Enceladus, hundred-armed, brand 
An oak, a trunk aimed by each hand. 

On Heaven's side, how, marshalling the field. 
Blazed in the van Athene's sounding shield ! 

How Vulcan lost his limp to fight 

For his Mother, as mortal wight ; 

While Jove's dear Archer, trim and debonair. 
Having dressed by Castaly his loose hair. 

Now sped a shaft, now sang a lay. 

As if war were a game of play ! 

Dire struggle ! the hosts not ill matched in force. 
Were simple muscles equal to resource. 

But it is counsel makes the God ; 

A soulless Giant stays a clod. 
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Witness Orion, Tityos, with darts 

Gnawing and rankling in their lustful hearts ; 

Pirithous's endless price 

Of an unsatiated vice ; 



And Etna's flames, and Earth's protesting groans, 
Condenaned to be the gaoler of her sons. 
Anarchs whose scoffs repaid her care — 
As is mothers' lot : " bear, and forbear ! " 

So, the sun set upon Earth's longest day ; 

And Destiny and Heaven had their way. 
Jove came, healed wounds of Nature ; then. 
Mounting, left Phoebus to cheer men. v 

So, too, triumphant over foreign foes. 
And feuds that canker faith, and kill repose, 
May we soon hail our Caesar back, 
Peace, and Muses paving his track ! 

It was no light work to create a host 
Fit to retrieve boundaries we had lost ; 

To take what would have been a spade. 

And beat it to a soldier's blade. 

But if hard to call citizens and train 

To arms, how recall — citizens again ! 

Have used them to war's joys, and now 
Hang up the swords and " speed the plough " ! 
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And yet One arrives, equal to all tasks, 

Bid him complete-; give the free hand he asks. 

Help ; and, behold, discords will cease ; 

Study with him the arts of Peace. 

Nursing-mothers of all that's high and kind. 

Welcome him. Muses, to your grot, and bind 

Wreaths, less for the great Lord of War 

Than your New Age, and His, its Star ! 



Hor. in. 5. 



REGULUS 

It thundered ; Man believed that Jove was 

King; 
And, when the Heir of JuUus shall bring 
Britain within the empire of our Rome, 
And vengeance for Crassus from Persia wring. 

We shall recognize a visible God ! 

Ah ! the day when Parthians kiss the rod ! 

Deemed they because some cravens prizing life 
Beyond our Rome's eternity had bowed 

To wive with Strangers, e'en endure the brand 
Of bearing arms under a Mede's command. 

That we should condescend to buy them back. 
Stains on our pride, Romans at second hand ? 

Take to heart the warning Regulus gave. 
Passing to his Carthaginian grave : 

" Never, on pain of poisoning the well 
Of future Roman manUness, to save 

" Captives from chains ; never to hold them dear. 
Romans conquer ; or die. Shed you no tear ! 

Woe upon these eyes, which beheld nailed-up 
In Punic shrines Rome's Eagles, saw foes rear 
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" Trophies of our armour, while, roped, stood by 
They who had worn it, willing not to die. 

But bfe lashed through Carthage's open gates ; 
Slaves, till fields they laid waste in victory. 



" Think you that these for whom you give your 

gold 
Will fight better for being bought and sold ? 

Your treasure goes to foul the blood of Rome ; 
As if the base new would not taint the old ! 

" A hind once trapped will never more be seen 
Strugghng to range at large the forest green ; 

Never regains wool dyed its native white. 
One day's slave might ever a slave have been 1 

" Ransom coward captives ! Hope you that those 
Wittols, who have trusted in faithless foes — 

One sole sense theirs, an abject dread of death. 
None for the scorch of thongs — do you suppose 

" That such will brace their hearts of melting wax. 
Face warriors on whom they turned their backs. 

Fight more stubbornly under a fresh Mars, 
Hold their next field with sword and battle-axe ? 

" Confound not peace and war, as if the same ; 
They differ in the act no less than name. 

Prisoners of war know not which is which. 
Life might have been our glory ; 'tis our shame ! 
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" Great Carthage ! and how, whence, and wherefore 

' great ' ? 
Italy, wert not thou her more than mate ? 

Thy ruins build her towers, stone by stone. 
From them she mocks the carcass of our State ! " 

The while his Wife stood, waiting his embrace. 
His little children, love in ev'ry face. 
Looks downward sternly bent, he waived them 
off; 
Blotted he from earth ; hfe itself disgrace. 

Sole excuse for a captive's use of breath — 
For halting on the road that leads Beneath — 

To be inexorably wise for Rome, 
And then enter the open jaws of death. 

He knew the tortures that he braved ; yet went 
With countenance as tranquil and content. 

And adieus as calm to his friends and kin, 
Who clung with still remonstrating lament, 

As if, having transacted his affairs. 
Conferred with his clients, and settled theirs, 

He were free to seek his Venafran farm. 
Or in his garden lay aside all cares. 



Hor. III. 13. 



FOUNTAIN OF BANDUSIA 

Fount of Bandusia ! as, sparks of spray. 
Crystals, you leap, with, in each, a sun's ray, 
The Nymph sometimes whose voice you are 
takes shape ; 
Will, when a Muse invites, step forth and play. 

Be you to-morrow with us at my pray'r. 
For yourself the feast is that I prepare. 
See with what pride the kid points budding 
horns ; 
Already views the troop with a lord's air. 

The day's honours, although he knows it not. 
Are his, as they are yours. A happy lot ! 
In place of the brief lordship of a flock, 
HJever, while music lives, to be forgot. 

What rational kid with a soul, or half 
Of one, would not sell life to hear your laugh. 
As guests for the feast halt upon their way. 
Stoop theirs to your glad lips, and kiss and quaff ! 
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Ah ! who could resist, many-dimpled Elf, 

Your blandishments ? Not the Dog Star himself. 

In his scorching fury he knows not how, 
Has Hot heart, to vex your water-worn shelf. 

Shepherds, counting their flocks at eve, tell where 
They will find sheep that have escaped their care. 

Amiable drip — drop by drop — sun-proof veil — 
Dream of tired cattle as they drag the share ! 

And of Me too ! Sip of the ruddy wine 
I offer ; and be near me while I twine 

For you flow'rs you wash with unfailing show'rs. 
My Naiad, as sweet as you are Divine ! 

The ilex shadows, as I sing, the rocks 

O'er your pool ; and though Echo's chatter mocks 

My wooing, you beckon, not sore displeased, 
From forth the coy screen of your golden locks. 

Strange that among the springs which bards 

acclaim. 
None sang you, Bandusia, till I came. 

And for Hippocrene or Castaly, 
Took pen and wrote as inspiring a name. 

Pilgrims from far will hear, if faint, a call 
From our hills, doubled, voice and waterfall. 

Neither shall, while the Muses breathe, be mute ; 
Your fount will laugh, I sing my madrigal ! 



Hor. III. 25. 



INSPIRED ! 

A fire burns within me ! Hail, Bacchus, I am 

thine ! 
Not my own the thoughts I think ; a spirit Divine 
Drives, swift as wind, through strange groves, into 

caves unknown. 
Except that, wheresoever it will set me down. 
Remote and solitary as may be the cell, 
I shall be heard by an agreeing world to tell 
Glories of my chief of men, Caesar, prince and lord. 
Eternal Star to be, called to Jove's council board. 
Ah, his achievements ! but nought past I make my 

theme ; 
Nothing sung before ; nothing that is not supreme ! 
Wildered I as Bacchante, who, after a mad night 
Fallen helplessly asleep, wakes with the full light 
To view, not the palaces and populous street 
Yestereve she fled, but the Irack of savage feet 
Up rugged Rhodope, and Thrace a waste of snow. 
With Hebrus running its course in mid plain 

below. 
Thou, for whom Naiads leave their streams to swell 

thy train. 
Royal dames quit embroidering to bend and strain 
Ash trees into hoops, help the bard whom Thou 

hast brought, 
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And, all his landmarks lost, abandoned here, 

distraught. 
By streams mute to him, and strange woods 

among. 
Void for his ears and soul of one uplifting song. 
Voice the silent brooks and thickets ; lend them 

and me 
Music to be worthy of hero and of Thee ! 
Nothing petty, nothing mean, nothing but shall 

live ; 
Praise such as fellowship Divine alone can give. 
Perilous, God vine-leaves crowned, is this boon 

I ask ; 
Thy onward path is strewed with victims of their 

task. 
How follow One who loved would not be, but 

adored. 
Hard on weakness, to whom Space, Time, Death 

are each a word. 
Rare the bards so humble, so strong in faith, who 

bear 
To lodge thy spirit where was room for theirs to 

spare. 
Yet grant ! for rapture like to this the sacrifice 
How sweet ! though frenzy, death itself should be 

the price ! 



Hor. III. 29, vv. 1-54. 



TO MAECENAS 

Come to me, Maecenas ; do you not know 
My pride in your descent — a Lucumo, 

Your service to our Prince and State ? 

Bethink you not how long I wait 

Fulfilment of your pledge to be my guest ? 
Our old wine is mellowed, and at its best ; 

The festal balsam in its box 

Is eager to anoint your locks ; 

And for Sabine roses, where find our match ! 
Come, and at once ; no more excuses ; snatch 

You from Tusculum's clinging arms. 

The slope up ^Esulas, the charms 

Ev'n of Tibur's murmurous madrigals ! 

Have we not meadows here as green, and falls, 

If fewer, as musical, fare 

Savoury, if not rich and rare, 

Beds persuading sleep — not as when men lie 
In proud palaces challenging the sky. 

And, in your paragon of Rome, 

Make of smoke, noise, and wealth a home ? 
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Change is sauce to luxury ; a repast 

By a mere cottage hearth, but served with taste, 
Without awnings of silk and show. 
Has often smoothed a furrowed brow. 



In Rome ! now that with full fiery light 
Cepheus, Canicula, on breast of Night, 
And Leo, blaze till dawn of day, 
When the Sun runs as mad as they ; 

Now ! that shepherds coax their lingering sheep 
To shaggy Silvan's brakes where they may sleep ; 

And the stream sighs, creeping, a thread, 
along, 

For air to woo it into song ! 

Yet there, you labour in the heat and steam. 
Pondering what attitude may beseem 

Rome's empire ; what watch to keep on 

China, Parthia, troublous Don ! 

Alas the waste, the brain-rack ! God alone 
Discerns the Future ; 'tis already gone 

Under a load of Night — a weight 

Beyond Man's wit to penetrate. 

HeaV'n smiles at care for what It sets outside 
Men's vision, as if that they could decide. 

What will be must be ; things at hand 

May in our sphere be to command. 
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For all the rest — in dealing with affairs, 
Do as riverside dwellers do in theirs. 

A stream glides sea-wards ; then, a flood. 

As with a fever in the blood. 



The wild waters, furious at control. 

Rush upon the banks, tear at them, and roll 

In one general ruin down — 

To mountains' echo and woods' groan — 

Rocks, roots, herds, houses ; of no use to strive 
With the headlong current ; who wish to live. 

Simply outstay the climax of the fit. 

Thus treat the Future — just, submit ! 

But Present to Past ? — 'tis our right to say. 
With honest gladness : " I have Hved to-day ! " 
Great Jove can and may choose to shroud 
The morrow's sky with blackest cloud ; 

Or pure sunshine He may instead decree ; 
In Present and Future All Mighty He. 

By Past He has Himself confined ; 

He annuls not what is behind. 



Himself, His acts. He will not contradict ; 

And, too, beware lest we ourselves convict 
Of treason to self when we're vain. 
At Fortune's nod, to bear her train. 
8 
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The Goddess, constant only in her aim 
Of spreading disappointment by the game, 
Shifts her gifts for cause hard to find 
Except that 'tis nor just nor kind. 

We praise her soft and warm ; if, with a shake 
Of her wings, she is off, mind, all, to make 
A cloak of Virtue, if enough 
To wrap one's whole self in the stuff. 

As for myself, I love not chance and luck. 
Or to bribe Heav'n that, should the barque be 
struck 
By a south-wester as it brings 
From Cyprus or Tyre precious things. 

It will for my piety bar the waves 

From storing my share in miser sea caves. 

Not I made to court smile, stand frown ; 

I'd neither climb, nor tumble down. 

Without weight of riches, a pair-oared skiff. 
With Pollux to guide, and a Zephyr's whiff. 

Will land a pauper safe ashore, 

Be the ^gean all one roar ! 



Hor. III. 30. 



A MONUMENT 

Slender this volume ; yet to it I trust 
My memory. It will resist the rust 

That eats away the monuments of Kings 
And resolves their bronze effigies to dust. 

Pelting rains sap, the north wind's headstrong 

squalls 
Blur and tear frescoes upon palace walls ; 
Years — a touch — decay — endless sequence — 
pass ; 
And a shadow upon the dial falls. 

I shall live in song and be heard on high, 
Far above Pyramids where Pharaohs lie. 

The glory they guard mortal is as they. 
Mortal their enemies. Such I defy. 

Over me let no farewell words be said ; 
No last rites paid ; for I shall not be dead. 

Let mortal in me perish ; 'tis not 1, 
For It I will no mocking tears be jhed. 
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For as long as this City shall abide, 

And the Pontiff mount, with, mute by his side. 

The Vestal, to pray on the Capitol 
Deathlessness for Rome's imperial pride. 

So long shall age to age hand down my name, 
And at each halt Posterity' acclaim 
This volume as its peculiar birth. 
Marked such by its own homage to my fame. 

It will be told of me that born in air 
Echoing Aufidus's wild roar, where 

Alien Daunus ruled a land athirst 
For wasted floods it would have loved to share, 

I, scion, like him, of a stock unknown. 

Was the first to haye hither brought, and sown, 

iEolian strains in Italian verse. 
Thence reaping lyric harvests all our own ! 

A proud work this ; less human than Divine ; 
Well worth, Melpomene, thy aid to twine 

A wreath, Delphic bay, for the poet's brows. 
I earned ; gladly Thou givest ; it is mine ! 



Hor. IV. 3. 



A POET'S CONSECRATION 

A Babe lies in his cradle ; none would mark 
How from his eyes there shot a sudden spark. 

Melpomene had looked in his ; henceforth, 
Where he is never more will all be dark. 

Stamped and anointed he is once for all 
The Muses' priest ; obeys no other call. 

No athlete he ; no bold charioteer 
For a loud Circus to adore ; nor shall 

Upon the Capitol the God of War 

Crown him with laurels in the four-horsed car, 

Trampler-under-foot of pride-swollen Kings, 
Led by him captive with their spoils from far. 

Not for him such glory as a mob's cry 
Can give, or with as httle right deny. 

Few would know he existed ; fewer still 
See promise in him of Eternity. 

Yet meanwhile the streamlets that run and leap 
By Tibur through the meadows that they heap 

With riches, and the tresses of its groves 
Would have been moulding One whose name 
may keep 
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The ground he trod on noble for*all time — 
Him who wooed ^Eolia's chant subUme 

To accept transposing to a strange tongue, 
And adjust its rhythm to a harsher cUme. 

Fortunate that his lyre's full notes at last 
Overflowed the dells where his lot was cast ; 
That their fame spread even to the world's 
Queen, 
Stilling, if not converting. Envy's blast ; 

That young Rome's chivalry was fired, and 

deigns 
To seat the author of these foreign strains 
In the amiable quire of seers and bards : 
If the next age but the decree sustains. 

Muse, potent as kind, Thou couldst grant the 

suit 
E'en of fishes to be no longer mute, 

But tuneful as a swan in its death dirge. 
Still bless me, sovereign of the golden lute ! 

If I have aught availed in verse, I know 
'Tis to thy bounty that the skill I owe. 

The Child Thou sealedst Poet at his birth 
Is as dependent on thy goodness now. 

" Rome's Lutanist " fingers tell, as I pass by ; 
And, since Thou hast willed it, such may be I. 
As for my song to please Thee I have lived. 
So, when no more it pleases, let me die ! 



Hor. IV. 7. 



ENJOY ! 

Winter's rout at last ! The soil clothes itself with 
green 

Grasses where the fled snows have been. 
The woodlands are full of voices ; now all the trees, 

Wreathed in leaves, chatter in the breeze. 
Nature's law is change ; parts shifting, turn and 
return, 

Joy, grief, though no cause here to mourn. 
All hail to Spring ! when Nature chooses to 
array 

Herself afresh, be fair and gay ; 
Kindly too. See how rivers raging in high flood 

Revisit banks, purl in brook-mood ; 
And Nymphs and Graces, innocently naked, lead 

The dance on any flow'ry mead ; 
While Time, half grudging, spares genial sunshine 
still. 

And Zephyr's breath plays with eve's chill. 
But, Friend, be warned by revolutions of the year. 

Summer, itself doomed, will be here. 
Catching us loitering, have just thrown 

Her fruits broadcast down, and passed on. 
Making room for Winter, palsied though he, to 
come 

And strike us, like himself, numb, dumb ! 
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Well for old Time ! moons rise, set, rise again ; 
but Man 
Is spent when he has run his span. 
Enjoy, Torquatus, all the promise of your 
Spring, 
Each flow'r, sunbeam, everything. , 
Who knows whether the Gods', in our lives' 
sum, intend 
To-morrow or to-day for end ? 
Spend as if this hour were your last ; indulge 
each taste ; 
Pence saved are the heir's — and your waste. 
When you appear before Minos, and in defence 

Plead birth, piety, eloquence. 
The pleas may be found for you ; they will not 
restore 
To life and sunshine, , any more 
Than Dian's care for the chaste could reverse the 
doom 
Of Hippolytus to his tomb. 
Or Theseus' love avail Pirithous to burst 
Chains that prisoned him with the Curst. 



Hor. IV. 15. 



AN AGE OF GOLD 

Battles, sacked cities were my theme. 
Phoebus clashed his lyre : " Foohsh dream," 
He scolded : " barque Uke thine 
Venture upon the brine ! " 

Just the rebuke ; war does not suit 
The key to which I tune my lute. 

But Caesar bids me sing ; 

He is everything. 

Whose is the age when golden grain. 
Rich harvests, bless our soil again ? 
Caesar's. Whose steel glove tore 
From the proud Persian's door 

Roman eagles, and healed old shame ? 
Whose but our Caesar's still the name ? 

And, fount of peace, as war, 

Janus' gate he can bar. 

Task yet harder that his strong hand 
Bends lawless licence to command. 

And banishes crime where 

It dies of its fouled air. 
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Restorer he of arts that won 
For Rpme might, majesty, renown. 
Till her empire from East 
Stretched unto furthest West. 

Caesar watches ; neither robber's knife 
Will break our rest, nor civil strife. 
None like him for War Lord, 
When frenzy draws the sword. 

Don's and Danube's tribes, and the Gete 
Care not great Caesar's wrath to meet. 

Far Asia, Persia fear ; 

Perjury's play is dear. 

Blest our time's fortune that we may 
At our pleasure make holiday ; 

Bacchus will cheer provide ; 

Our households by our side. 

First, praise we Heaven, as of right ; 
Next, Ancients who fought well Ufe's fight. 

It was our fathers' way. 

Better none theirs and they. 

But whom laud for this age of peace ? 
Who bade the rain of blood to cease ? 

Strike up. Pipes ; hymn our joy ! 

Hail, Heav'n-sprung Prince of Troy ! 



Hor., Epode 2. 



RURAL JOYS 

" Happy the countryman, bred up in ways 

The rule of Italy's old days ; 
Who, Uke his sire, guides his own team, and owes 

Usurers nought on fields he ploughs. 

" Affairs concern him not. Storms let him sleep ; 

No goods of his are on the deep. 
War is not his business ; if bugles blow. 

They call not him to meet a foe. 

" Law Courts he shuns, and palaces yet more. 
Where lords expect guests to adore. 

Better use of leisure to marry lines 
Of tall poplars to cUmbing vines ; 

" Look out for his cattle that may have strayed 

In the folds of some retired glade ; 
Lop off a barren branch which drains the root. 

And graft instead a fruitful shoot ; 

" Press honeycombs ; or with Midsummer near. 

Gather the silly sheep, and shear. 
Then Autumn ! as he Ufts his comely head, 

Crowned with ripe apples rosy red. 
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" Good to remember that the juicy pear, 
A graft, bears witness to your care. 

And pay Warden-Gods of garden and wood 
With grapes for watch they have bestowed. 



' Well too, labour done, to recline at ease 
'Neath the old oak, or, it may please. 

In the close, mantling grass, while, as you lie. 
Doves complain in the grove near-by ; 

" Level with their banks the clear waters run. 

Gleaming in the westering sun, 
And the murmuring ripples as they rise 

Invite Ught sleep to" willing eyes. 

" Nor ill, thunderous Winter's rains and snows ! 

We thrust, here, there, with sturdy blows. 
And many a hound's help, the surly boar 

Towards traps he shall burst no more ; 

" Or with smooth pole loose-textured nets prepare 
For migrant crane, thrush, timid hare ; 

Prizes sport will to country tastes redeem. 
Though not worth toil to townsmen seem. 

" And now of the fireside that will receive 

The rustic, his work done, at eve. 
See, here, upon the Sabine model planned. 

Or by Apulia's sun taimed. 
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" The modest farm- wife, from whom largely come 
The comfort and the charm of home : 

She has counted the goats, milked them, and 
penned, 
And, quick wits having made an end 

" Of work outside, returns within to put 
Touches would make home of a hut. 

The hallowed hearth with seasoned logs she piles. 
Coaxing sparks till bright the fire smiles ; 

" Then, having drawn the wine with expert hands 
From the cask that mellowing stands. 

This year's, in the warmth, proceeds to prepare. 
Of viands home-grown, dainty fare. 

" Not this the pampered citizen's night feast ; 

Off oysters, wrasse scared West from East 
By Winter's roar, heathcocks, and guinea fowl ; 

Good nor for body nor for soul. 

" Wiser the farmer sups on olives, stored 

By the owner for his own board ; 
With pungent sorrel, mallows from the mead ; 

Fare that suits best the body's need. 

" For a feast he may take a lamb, or bid 
Add — salvage from wolves' jaws — a kid. 

But the day's real joy is to behold 
One's sheep hastening to the fold ; 
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" And the tired oxen, as their slack necks bow, 

Dragging back the inverted plough ; 
While farm-hands, the soil's pride that gave them 
birth. 

Rest round the Altar of the hearth." 
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This was the picture that Alfius drew — 

Usurer Alfius. The view 
Fairly captivated him. He called in 

For next Ides loans, to begin 
Countryman ; but the sight of so much pelf 

Lying idle abashed himself. 
Before the Kalends borrowers were told 

Where lodged " Sixty per cent, and Gold " ! 



Hor., Epode VII. 



FRATRICIDE 

Whither so fast. Miscreants ? Why the sword 

Laid by so lately belted on again ? 
Not satiated yet with the blood poured 

Like water — Latin blood^on sea and plain ! 

Once nobly ; a patriot fire which erst 
Rome kindled against citadel and tow'rs 

Such flames as shrivelled Carthage in their burst 
Off land and ocean and her rival pow'rs. 

Nor would it be a less fit price to pay 

For teaching at this imperial cost 
Chained Britons, descending the Sacred Way, 

'Tis courting ruin to defy Rome's host. 

Parthia, why need pray Heav'n to take sides 
With you in arms ? enough that Rome should 
nurse 

No longer conquerors, but fratricides, 
Who strangle her with a murderer's curse ! 

A people of wild beasts ours ! Nay, not so. 

Beasts rage not but against a diverse kind ; 
They joy not in the working of mere woe, 

Turn not to demons through the gift of Mind. 
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Frenzy — a disease that seals reason's eyes ? 

Sting of Passion hurling loyalty down ? 
Plain Crime that will other men's rights despise ? 

To which of these three Forces do you own ? 

Dull, blank visages, pallor-overspread ! 

Well to stand mute in judgment-hall of thought ! 
MilUons fighting here and there, millions dead ! 

'Mid an Empire's ruins you all have wrought. 

Vain to share guilt among the Forces three. 
When the whole join. So, we will call it Fate 

That dooms columns reared for Eternity, 

And, for the end, cares not how long to wait. 

Or, if you think to " save your faces," add 
To mere Fate a curse of ancestral blood. 

Romulus slew Remus when passion -mad ; 
You have swelled that red trickling to a flood. 



Hor., E^ode i6.- 



HO ! FOR THE HAPPY ISLES ! 

Shame ! Rome ! a second generation- torn 
By mortal feuds, of its own grandeur born. 
Jealous Samnites, Porsena's threats, 
Bred not discord in Roman streets ; 

Not rich Capua's rivalry ; the might 

Of the Thracian gladiator's spite ; 

Not faithless Gaul's intrigues, although 
Equally false to friend and foe ; 

Not Germany, with all her blue-eyed swarms 
From across the swift rushing Rhine in arms ; 
Not Hannibal, mothers-abhorred. 
Could make a dagger of Rome's sword. 

Ourselves did it ! a generation curst 
In blood, that Will go on from worse to worst, 
Till the dregs struggling, grains of sand. 
Wild beasts too, in a wild beasts' land, 

Shall pause, to view dust of Romulus flung 
By barbarians on ground whence he sprung ! 
— Veil my eyes, Muse, let me not see 

More of Rome, if such she shall be ! 

:3a 
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Better rather for Romans, for the few 
Generous hearts that shall disdain to sue 

Invading hordes for life, to take 

Phocaea's nobler course, forsake 

Fields, hearths, shrines profaned by insulting feet ; 

Embark — omens favouring — on our fleet. 
And, for quarter whither to sail. 
South, south-west, trust the saucy gale. 

" Agreed " — for what the option ? Share the guilt. 
The reek of brothers' blood by brothers spilt 1 

— But first, a solemn oath we swear. 

Never hitherwards will we steer 

Till stones float from the depths upon the waves. 
The Po Mount Garganus's summits laves. 
And the Apennine ridges seek 
Sea-breezes for their topmost peak ; 

Till tigresses in monstrous love invite 
Courtship by stags, and a dove weds a kite ; 
Till lions roar, yet cattle sleep. 
Goats put on scales and swim the deep. 

No return for us 1 

How regret soil sown 
Broad-cast with hatred when it was our own ? 

Flee all ; or stay they who will nurse 

By their choice undying remorse. 
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Limp natures, bedridden, with no career. 
Without a future, with no hope, stay here ! 
We, with a man's heart in each breast. 
Make, by Tuscan shores, for the West. 

Ocean's circling stream our bourn, where rests 
Day. 

Thither the course of Freedom takes its way. 
There are the Happy Isles, the fields 
Where Nature all her riches jdelds ; 

Requires no ploughshare's labour, year by year, 

To ripen from seed to the golden ear. 
No pruning-hook for leafy vine 
To swell the clust'ring grapes with win&. 

Never fails there the olive's shoot to bear ; 

Fig-trees ungrafted will their dark fruit rear ; 
Tap an oak, honey flows ; as sweet. 
Hills' answer — in brooks — fall of feet. 

Unchidden, from mere fondness, udders full 
Goats bring from pasture to the milking-stool. 
Why not ? Never start they at knife 
Threat'ning a fellow-creature's life ; 

Never at night from within their fold hear. 
Breaking sleep and quiet, the growl of bear, 

Or, where they innocently tread, 

Recoil at viper's swollen head. 
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Cradle this of mutual kindness, charm, 
Where none dwell who would work a neighbour 
harm ; 
Nursed by Heaven, that screens the grain 
From heat and wild south-easter's rain. 

Blest in escape from voyagers of yore ; 

That Argo, Medea, touched not this shore; 
No Sidon barque, Ithacan band. 
Moored here and forgot its own land. 

Plague passes by its flocks and herds ; no war 
Butchers them from red-hot, bridleless star ; 
Never has it their sad lot been 
To roam in search of valleys green. 

Three ages our world has known ; first, of gold. 
Second, bronze, with a blending of the old, 

The third of iron ; ah ! for me. 

Allotted it by Destiny 1 

Yet in His mercy Jove has set apart 
A refuge for men after His own heart ; 
And He warns by me Seer and Bard : 
" The ways of fratricides are hard." 

Torturing though it be to lay aside 

Imperial citizenship, our pride, 
Is he a traitor who resolves 
To fly a land turned den of wolves ? 



Hor., Epist. I., Ep. IV., i Od., XXXIII. 1-4. 



TO ALBIUS TIBULLUS 

Albius, honest critic of my; talk 
In verse, I'll draw you in your morning walk. ^ 
You may have- been writing snatches of song — 
Such Cassius ne'er writ — then, stroll among 
Your Pedan woods, silent, but with your mind 
Discoursing on all that is wise and kind. 
You're not like many — bodies in all parts 
Complete, if they had but been bom with hearts. 
Heaven gave beauty, lands, to you a boy. 
Adding a master gift, art to enjoy. 
What could a nurse have for a babe implored 
More than the Gods gave of their own accord ? 
Savoir faire you had from Nature ; as well 
As intuition, and apt speech to tell ; 
Personal charm ; and fame ; untroubled health ; 
A home refined, stocked purse, not to say wealth ; 
" Position," so well measured that with less 
'Twould have sufficed, no craving for excess. 
I delight to think of you, with no vow 
Refused, no care to wrinkle that smooth brow. 
As man with men, nor fear, nor wrath ; made so 
That rivals you might have, yet not a foe. 
But we all are mortal. A step in bUss, 
Forget not, brings you nearer the abyss. 
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Let each successive morning, as your eyes 

Open upon it, come as a surprise. 

When a new day dawns, be resolved to taste 

Every hour as if it were your last. 

Call me " sleek, in good liking," " pig from sty 

Of Epicurus " ; not the least mind I ! 

Nay ; for I would risk much beyond a jeer. 

So you might rank more highly your worth here. 

Too precious is your life to run away 

In chase of Glyceras, toys of a day ! 



TIBULLUS 



ALBIUS TIBULLUS 
(B.C. 54) 

Coleridge is reported by his nephew, Henry Nelson 
Coleridge, to have found TibuUus " rather insipid." 
Also, he " could not understand the grounds of the 
high admiration which the Ancients expressed for 
Propertius." I can account for the low estimate 
in each case only by a supposition that the great 
poet had read neither since his youth at school or 
Cambridge. 

Nowhere, not even in Virgil's " Bucohcs " and 
" Georgics," is Italian country Ufe described with 
graphic simplicity as by TibuUus. Catullus did not 
care to dwell on it. Horace is too fond of pointing 
his touches. About TibuUus there is a natural 
deUcacy. He rejoices in his old home, which has 
descended to the rank of farm from that of a 
squire's manor. His pride is to have learned to 
draw a straight furrow, to feel the delight of 
nestling, free from cares of wealth and poverty alike, 
down on the accustomed bed ! He is content that 
the possessions are not his own, but his exalted friend 
Messala's, where he keeps harvest and birthday 
festivities for the Master away on State affairs. His 
Muse is equal to anything — theology by eternal Nile, 
a campaign on the Garonne, Loire, sullen Saone. 
Then, the music of his complaint on a sick-bed, 
in Corfu, against Death — " a bravo's stab in the 
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back " — away from mother and sister to clasp and 
weep ! In whatever circumstances, he has but to 
hft the harp for melody to flow. 

Call TibuUus " insipid " ! His verse even has wit — 
the tender wit which stirs and cheers the heart. He 
appears to have been a man of many friends ; and 
present readers, with these many centuries between, 
become of the number. That comparatively they are 
few astonishes me. The beauty, the sweetness, the 
simpUcity, all intrinsic, are nevertheless so visible ; 
and the Poet himself as well ! He takes readers at 
once into his confidence. Nothing about him really 
is antiquated, even his -Lares and Penates. When 
he sings of bygone beliefs and habits, the spirit is of 
undated, common humanity. The " AmbarvaUa " 
has much the temper of a not very old-fashioned 
Enghsh harvest-home. His reminiscences of War 
as Messala's Secretary can be followed with interest 
in a modern guide-book. The initiation into Egyp- 
tian Mysteries would awaken sympathy, envy in a 
British ^Egyptologist. Never was Inspiration more 
natural, less worked-up to, than in " Content." If 
from an Augustan, on Love, a httle more of court- 
ship, conceits, is expected than is usual in TibuUus, 
take " Beauty Armed " and " Beauty Sick." An 
Elizabethan, a Herrick, could not have done better. 
A doubt, which finds scant support, has been sug- 
gested of their authenticity. Charming as they are, 
Tibullus might yet afford to lose them. The pair, 
with all their fascination, could not agree to sur- 
render the distinction of his parentage. 



TibuL, Carm. I., El. I., vv. 1-78. 



CONTENT 

Others may rejoice to hoard tawny gold. 
Break up acres on acres of good soil ; 

Not minding that some soldier will behold 
Industry's fruits and profit by the toil. 

Pauper, I hug myself that while the sleep 
Of wealth is troubled when the trumpets blow, 

I need by night no fevered vigils keep. 
And weave my day-dreams iq. the fireside's glow. 

Yet can I, a peasant, still at command 

Of labour, set in season, row by row. 
My tender vines, and with persuasive hand 
Help the ripe apple from the straining bough. 

May grain heap my threshing-floor ; from the press 
The grape juice pour in a full purpling flood ; 

Nature not disappoint me, or distress 
By bafHed hopes. 

Nor know I why she should ; 

For, to a stump Terminus in a field. 

Or an old lump of stone where three ways meet, 
I never fail to bend me low, and yield 

My homage, wreaths of flowers, at his feet. 
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None more scrupulous to mark the new year 
With toll of any fruit our trees have borne, 

To rural Gods who give and share our cheer, 
And hang on Ceres' shrine her crown of corn. 

I find a place inside my orchard plot 

For its rude, ruddy guard, with hook to -scare 

Winged plunderers ; nor ever is forgot. 

Dear household Gods, your right to gifts and 
pray'r. 

Wardens once you held a domain in fee ; 

And still, now it has dwindled to a farm. 
Your chimney-corner keep, content to be 

Yard watch-dogs, signalling approach of harm. 

A heifer then would scarce a herd redeem ; 

Now a lamb tak'n in the spirit 'tis giv'n. 
You, like us, a grand offering esteem. 

And speak — vintage, crops — the reply of Heav'n. 

Grateful I, kind Beings, whom you have taught 
To live on httle ; be with that content ; 

Nor seek abroad for blessings home has brought, 
And leave behind the good for which we went. 

Where well as here could I, the shade beneath 
Of this spreading tree, on this soft, green grass, 

Escape the rising Dog Star's burning breath. 
While my brook's wavelets woo sleep as they 
pass ? 
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I am pitied by neighbours for my loss 

Of broad lands. But is it a loss — no gain — 

That now I understand the clods I toss 

With hoe, and nurse in them the kindly grain ? 

None, when my team, chid, draws straight furrows ? 

None 

From warming in my bosom a chilled lamb 
Back to frolic life — leading a kid on 

Home to its heedless and forgetful dam ? 

Leave, thieves and wolves, my tiny flock ! Go 
where 

Sheep and oxen, a Legion, bleat and lo\5; ; 
Their lords may well a tithe of thousands spare ; 

They cannot count them now, need never know. 

But I know, and love, all mine ; each is dear 
To me ; so. Goddesses and Gods, are you. 

Mark you not I purify year by year 
Shepherd, flock, giving Pales honour due ? 

Gods and Goddesses ! I pray you all, come ; 

Do not disdain a modest table laid ; 
Simple viands in an old yeoman's home. 

To be eaten off pottery he made. 

Ancestral riches I do not regret. 

Or pine for harvests my grandsire might store ; 
Enough for Fortune's favour to haye let 

Me garner a scant crop ; I want no more. 
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Ah ! the sweet Uberty, as suits me best. 
Be it early or late, to quit my bed, 

And, going at what hour I please to rest, 
On the accustomed pillow lay my head. 



Then, as raindrops, shaken by Auster, keep 
Pattering interludes to dreams, I lie 

Closer, and, between wakefulness and sleep, 
Nestling down, muse, " How fortunate am I ! " 



Or, maybe, blissfuUer, that, while I hear 
The savage winds blustering, to my heart 

I chance to be clasping its mistress dear ! 
Could worlds bribe us to pluck ourselves apart ? 

This my lot ; theirs riches who, as the price, 
Bear for seas to rave at them, storms to roar ; 

But what to buy his pardon could suffice 
Who leaves a woman weeping on the shore ? 

Your grand old House, Messala, arms become ; 

Fit, as successive heirs of a great race 
Traverse a sad City to their last home, 

That spoils, sea and land, the funeral grace. 

Your bondsman, Delia, I, proud of it : 

Only prowess mine to shield you from harm. 

Sole duty sentry at your gate to sit, 

Counting o'er and o'er each several charm. 
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My pride is to be known for idle, dull ; 

For it means the one use of all my hours 
Is to think on you, note how beautiful ; 

So, care for no praise — none, that is, but yours. 

May my living eyes look on you their last ! 

May my lingering hand press yours in death ! 
While the portals of Ufe are being passed, 

" Farewell to you " shall use my parting breath ! 

When friendly arms lift me upon the bier — 
Not iron-bound your breast ; your heart can 
burn — 

I shall feel, sure, the tribute of a tear 
In the kisses, ah ! I cannot return ; 

For, though others, maidens and youths, repine 
At Fate for taking the untimely dead. 

Their grief would ill do duty. Dear, for thine. 
Could I think no tears were by you too shed. 

Yet tangle not and tear the locks I love ; 

Nor furrows in lilies and roses plough ; 
As if I cared not because you stay above. 

And I disembodied am gone below. 

Meanwhile, we have our lives, and share them ; 
soon 
Death will knock — ^his face shadowed — at the 
gate; 
If not Death, Age, when love is out of tune ; 
For ill white hairs and yellow ringlets mate. 

lO 
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We are on terms to treat with Venus still. 

Forbid your door ? What if I force my way ! 
You are disposed to quarrel ? Have your will ; 

I'll quarrel too ! and make it up next day ! 

Here on my^own ground I stand, glad to fight 

As Knight or Man at Arms. 

But folks who wave 
Banners and sound charges, off ! and invite 

Who lust for wounds ! Not I in that sort brave. 

Though perhaps I also — in my own way — 
Brave to make good cheer, with just enough 
store 

Laid up, by pruning wants, from day to day 
To bar access of famine to the door ; 

Braver, when, from my window, far and near. 
As fields lost, not by my fault, meet my eyes, 

I can, and without spite or envy, swear : 
" I am content, and riches I despise ! " 



TibuL, Carm. I., El. VII. : Ad Messakm. 



THE BIRTHDAY OF MESSALA 

Hail ! his birthday of which the Three Fates sang, 
As in their ears spears upon bucklers rang ; 
Who gave the choice to Aquitaine 
To kiss Rome's hand, or wear her chain. 

Romans, now children, long years hence will dwell 
On your triumph, Messala ; they will tell 
Of captive Princes, with arms bound. 
And fierce eyes bent upon the ground ; 

Yet more, upon the centre, front, and Star 
Of the whole pomp, the Master of the War, 

In the chariot wreathed in bay, 

Ascending the Triumphal Way. 

Have not I special right to speak who stood 
By his side ? — as witness will be thy flood, 

Ocean, breaking on Saintonge's shore ; 

Pyrenees, ye too, where ye soar. 

Who can vouch Uke me for the martial skill, 
The resource, the indomitable will ? 
fev Echo, Garonne, Loire, sullen Sa6ne, 
^ And thy sister, arrowy Rhone ! 

M7 
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Nor has my Chief, and Friend, to West alone 
Confined his prowess ; Cydnus, thou hast known 
How, still as thy blue waters creep. 
Blare of his trumpets scatters sleep. 



Unshorn Cilicians, gazing deep down, 

.As through clouds the cold heights of Taurus frown 
Upon the plains, might fondly mock 
Rome's Legions from their forts of rock. 

Our Eagles higher flew ; and at your word 
They resigned to Rome's keeping bow and sword. 

You bade intestine feuds to cease ; 

The Lord of War was Lord of Peace ! 



And the happiness to one framed for love 
And friendship, to be free to loose the dove, 
The consecrated dove, to bear 
Glad news — end of the reign of fear ! 

Free no less, off the State's livery cast, 
To be — ^what better }■ — ^just himself at last ! 
Be — I with him — I felt on wings — 
Student of the first birth of Things. 

From one spot starts the history .of Man. 

Our pilgrimage with Palestine began ; 
But where her keel the first barque laid — 
Tyre — ^we shipped ; and in Egypt stayed. 
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Honour to the Brave, who, his warfare done. 
Would understand a world the sword has won ; 

And where more worth a statesman's while 

To seek wisdom than by Old Nile ? 

Strange realm where, when the wide Earth gapes 
forlorn 

In the Dog Star's rays, waves a sea of corn, 
And floods its banks cannot contain 
Roll plenty till they reach the main. 

A waywardness letting the land despise 
Nature's niggardness that cheap gifts denies. 

What though great Jupiter refuse 

Casual rains and morning dews ? 

A riddle unsolved, yet upon a soil 

Rife in others that tempt to more brain-toil. 

Not the mad waiUng of a dull 

Rabble over an old drowned bull. 

But a fabric that monarch, priest, and sage — 
Sometimes three in one — ^have reared, age on age. 
Gemmed with truths elemental, pure. 
Without which no Faith can endure ! 

Centuries for Egypt are as leaves shed 

By autumn winds ; so lightly back they fled 

Past us there, until we beheld 

The first furrow driv'n in the field 
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By Osiris, with the first God-forged share 
Harassing the shy, shrinking clods to bear 
First wild seeds in a virgin womb 
Learning then first a mother's doom. 



A forward step again, when, we are told. 
The God imbedded vital germs in mould ; 
And stem, boughs, flowers, from the roots 
Spread a board with bright luscious fruits. 

Nor a halt even now until He broke 
Wildings by chast'ning stakes and pruning-hook 
Their crude, rough juices to combine. 
Stamped by brisk feet, in bubbling wine. 

-Next, Osiris joined Bacchus — Old the Young ; 
And Man, like the grapes, effervesced in song. 

Limbs could not but obey the call 

Of lute, and pipe, and madrigal. 

Worn as may be, with fret and aches, a breast. 
All melts in the wine-cup and sinks to rest. 

A captive drinks ; thanks God he Uves ; 

Dances to music of his gyves. 

A troubled sphere this Earth of ours, alas ! 

Well for imperially-born to pass 
A space with grey-beards who look down 
Time «re Rome was a petty town. 



THE BIRTHDAY OF MESSALA 151 

Messala, you will not forget, when care 
Seems to be all we breathe of vital air. 
How the Great Gods of Memphis taught 
Men joy, and shared the gift they brought. 



Did we doubt it when the ivy-wreathed priests 
Chanted ancient litanies at High Feasts, 

And flutes breathed soft and low to mark 

The approach of the mystic Ark ? 

'Twas as if Heaven opened ; grief made way 
For smiles ; dance there was ; song ; love, light as 
they. 

Flowers sprang where dainty feet trod, 

Beneath saffron robes of a God. 

Egypt, farewell ! Messala is at home. 
Return his visit ; great Osiris, come. 

'Tis the Chief's birthday ; and I vow 

His Genius is gay as Thou ! 

It will be a right noble holiday. 
Celebrated with dancing and with play ; 
Till in the flow of mirth and wine 
Our Guest might wish to shift his shrine. 

Brows and throats divine shall soft garlands wear, 
And rich unguents drop from your mingling hair; 

And Thou, Osiris, for our sakes. 

Incense accept, and honey cakes. 
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Heav'n claims worship not in one clime alone, 
Messala honours Gods besides his own. 
May they in their united grace 
Keep burning the fire of his race ! 

May his deeds live, long as things mortal can ; 

Circles widening round a Great Old Man ; 
Memories of an eloquence 
Hard in stroke, winning in defence ! 

Bard, Chronicler, Victor by sea and land ; 
More wilhng to resign than take command ; 

As thoughtful a road shall ease tired feet. 

As to break the Une of a Fleet. 

Have many scions. Friend ; and of the whole 
Continue stiU to be the heart and soul ! 
Dawn, blessed Birthdays, One by One — 
And each marked by a whiter stone ! 



Tibul., Carm. II., El. I. 



AMBARVALIA 

Silence, all ! With rites this great House has 
handed down, 
We hallow year by year its herds and corn. 
Ceres, come, thy brow inwreathed with a wheaten 
crown ; 
Bacchus, with grapes, a cluster on each horn. 

We rest on our holyday, ploughman, soil, and all. 

Share and rattUng chains must have their rest 
too. 
The oxen stand, heads garlanded, each at his stall. 

Puzzled, but content to have nought to do. 

Ours are very jealous Gods ; and work is by them 
banned, 

Unless for Themselves ; They are very keen 
That Altar water has been drawn by a pure hand. 

And that the drawer's vesture shall be clean. 

'Tis Heaven's law ; the universal garb is white. 
White-robed, hair bound with olive-leaves, youths 
lead 
The white kid — ^their hands purified, ordains the 
rite — 
To the white altar where he is to bleed. 

153 
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Gods of our Fathers ! We cleanse husbandman 
and field. 
Banish in return ill things from the ground ; 
Let not weeds cheat us of the harvests it should 
yield. 
Or wolf within our boundaries be found ! 

Then the blithe farmer, whose true faith full barns 
attest. 

Shall heap big logs upon a blazing hearth, 
While glad child voices — twitter as from nest — 

Tell where serfdom has cause to bless for birth. 

May vows be granted ! See ! the entrails give fair 
sign; 
The Deities promise us that we ask. 
Broach straight the old — ^name illegible — Consul's 
wine ; 
Free the corded sweet Chian from its cask. 

Drink ! Blush not to " soak " upon this high festal 
day. 
Or should feet pace each its several route. 
Enough, if " Health, Messala ! " in your cups you 
say. 
Though the syllables follow roundabout. 

But I need you, mighty Messala — you, who won 
The Triumph over Aquitaine, and are 

Your Fathers' peer in deeds that they of old have 
done — 
Yea, more — victor in Peace no less than War. 
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For I approach a task beyond my single strength ; 

I sing of fields, and Gods, how They, as guests. 
Pitying Man's acorn diet, taught him at length 

To find how a waste, coaxed, will render feasts. 



Next, they took in hand his lodging ; for the chance 
cave 
Or casual tree, as the darkness fell. 
Stirred sharp wits, when a storm strewed boughs 
about, to save 
And prop the windfalls, under which to dwell. 

Lo ! a home, with an insatiable demand 
For labour to serve it ; and thence the thought 

Of keeping lower natures, ox and horse, at hand. 
To do a lord's behests, carriage and draught. 

" Man the Hunter " ceased now to be the human 
type ; 
No more were venison, nuts, the daily food. 
The orchard piled the board with, in its seasons, 
ripe 
Fruit ; gardens conduit-fed replaced the wood. 

The flitting busy bees rifled consenting Spring, 
With instinct to provision Winter's hive ; 

Unconscious, though not the Gods, that the store 
they bring 
Will answer no uses for which they live. 
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Grapes, largess of Bacchus, laughed, pressed by 
girls' white feet — 
Care that throve on water died, wine-sprayed, 
of a flux ; 
Gift of Ceres, harvests stood ; faint from the Dog's heat. 
Earth laid by in full sheaves her yellow locks. 

For all be Heaven thanked ! Nor forgot it a need — 
The human craving for mere Joy. Though, first. 

Hard primeval penury gave it httle heed. 
That will speak, irresistible as thirst. 

A peasant, inspired by Bacchus, tired of the plough. 
Might chant doggrel to stamp of foot, or hymn 

On reed pipe — well supped, if not choicely, as we now — 
To his Gods' images in festal trim ; 

Emboldened by applause, in time would even dare. 
Himself with ruddle stained, to improvise 

A rude Play, with an untrained choir, in hope to bear 
Away a he-goat, some rich farmer's prize. 

Divine impulse from elsewhere would at springtide 
move 

A boy to crown the Lares of his hearth 
With a wreath of various blooms from heath and grove, 

That they should share the revelry of Earth. 

At feel, at look of the glistening fleece, a maid 
Thrills ; benignant Heaven beams on the whole. 

The measured task, the distaff, spindle, web, and 
thread ; 
Out bursts song from forth the general soul. 
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BlessM our fields and woods, the Country's toils 
and joys ! 
Heaven is nearer ; kinder, Gods and Stars. 
And Babe Cupid ? with his work, pastimes, arrows, 
toys ? 
Was he not born here, of Venus and Mars ? 

His birthplace a stock farm was, and his nurse a 
mare ; 

Archery his game ; bungler he at it. 
Often his' arrows pierced nothing but empty air — 

At best, with quadrupeds, 'twas miss or hit. 

Ah ! well if such had been his only Uving mark ! 

Now, he robs youths of pelf, greybeards of shame ; 
Of more, alas ! the quaking girl, who gropes the 
Dark, 

Endangering both heart and her fair fame. 

Poor wretches ! galley slaves the Codling's lashes 
rake ; 
And fortunate the few He whispers : " Love ! " 
If in that mood, sup with us ; still, for prudence' 
sake. 
Leave arrows and torch at home. Come, a Dove ! 

You, Friends, play on. Though Night be harness- 
ing her team. 
And her daughter Stars dance along her track. 
Sport yet ; till Sleep close your eyes, and you sink 
and dream 
Afar ! Dawn and labour will call you back ! 



Tibul., Carm. I., El. III. : To Messala. 



FROM A SICK-BED 

A strange land, Phseacia, holds me tied 

To a sick bed. On the ^gean Sea 
I shall not, Messala, be by your side. 

Would I could hope you gave a thought to me ! 

I know not but that grim Death even now 
May be stretching his greedy hand to clutch 

My poor hfe's spark away ; and I might bow 
My head to the decree ; nor murmur much. 

Were I by my own hearth. Although thou art 
Styled Black, canst, Death, thou be so very 
black 

As abroad to serve notice to depart ? 
That is a bravo's foul stab in the back ! 

Cruel a lone traveller to waylay 

Where a mother cannot to her sad breast 

Clasp a son's ashes, or a sister spray 

With tears and spikenard, ere consigned to rest. 

And She far off, my mistress, my fond love, 
Who never would have suffered me to quit 

Her arms' shelter, but that the Gods above 
Were pledged, she deemed, to restore me to it. 
158 
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Thrice at the cross-roads a boy took his post, 

Storing trivial incidents that proved 
— See, Authorities on Omens, a host — 

" Going and return " assured him she loved. 



Could she do more else, as I went away. 
But gaze despairingly, and weep and mourn. 

Invoke on clashing timbrels Isis, pray, 
Bathe, and don white linen, for my return ? 

Mine the sin ! With my plans for travel made. 
Mixed stealthy hopes of finding a pretence 

To stay by Her ; thus. Heaven aye forbade — 
Or the Birds, I said, threatened — to go hence. 

Mere shilly-shallying ; when the one course 
Was with blunt piety to do Love's will. 

Writs in that realm run from him, sole source. 
'Tis " mea culpa " that I suffer ill. 

Yet though Isis, DeUa, strands me here. 
She may worse avert. In her temple rows 

Of pictures attest power. Persevere ! 

What if she save me to reward your vows ! 

Even now ! the joy to know you bathe pure. 
And, pure, sleep ! May your Goddess swell the 
grace 

Of long rites that keep you for me secure. 
By bringing me to my " Old Lar " face to face ! 
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Meanwhile I, with the Shadow frowning, dwell 
On days ere Man was tempted from his hearth — 

Saturn's happy reign-, of which legends tell — 
To use highways that cut across the Earth ._ 

Tall pines fell not then to insult blue waves 
With sails to full bosoms wooing all airs ; 

Seamen did not, at risk of open graves, 
Hawk native samples round for foreign wares. 

Men all were friends ; and beasts were friends of 
men. 

Houses needed no bars ; nor mankind broke 
Steeds to the bit ; land lacked boundaries then ; 

Bulls had not been taught to endure a yoke. 

" Famine " bore no meaning for that blest age. 

Oaks dropped honey ; cattle unstalled would 
Shield 
Their milk ; nor even was there scope for rage ; 

None therefore for war and a battle-field. 

Swords wound and slay now Jupiter is Lord. 

For chastisement He uses many rods. 
But, Jove, spare Me ! ne'er broke I my pledged 
word, 

Or uttered blasphemies against the Gods ! 

At least, if Fate declare it is my doom 

Friendless here in aUen soil to lie. 
Oh, let to be inscribed upon my tomb : 

" Messala's by Land and by Sea I die " ! 
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As for the Underworld, why should I fear, 

I, open to all overtures of Love ? 
Venus will at my latest sigh appear 

And guide me to the Elysian grove. 

The dance fails never there, nor minstrel's song ; 

Sweet the gale with cassia growing free ; 
The fields are a rose-garden ; and among 

Cool arbours birds trill a soft lullaby. 

Youth and maidenhood, each unchanging, strive. 
Love-duels, lost by turns, and won again ; 

Shadows from a past when they were aHve, 
Rejoiced and suffered — now without the pain. 

Yea, Spirits who have traversed the despair — 
Sharpest of life's tortures — of a plunge down 

Below in very sight of love's goal, there 
Are ennobled by a green myrtle crown. 

Pious lovers hear groans, as they pass by. 
With awe, not terror, from the further shore 

Of the twin black rivers, where the Damned lie. 
Hid in night, save for fires that flame and roar. 

Warder over them stands Tisiphon^ : 

And should some of the tortured rebels dare. 
In a fit of mad hopelessness, to flee. 

Snakes whip them back, loosed from her un- 
combed hair. 

n 
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Ev'n if by a miracle they attain 

Stages onwards, Dog Cerberus awaits 

The runaways with more snakes — crest and mane — 
As he snarls in front of the Brazen Gates. 

In the Abyss, Ixion on the wheel 

Whirls round for insulting the Queen of Heav'n ; 
Tit3ms spreads carrion birds their meal 

Off nine acres of carcass daily riv'n ; 

Tantalus thirsts beside a brimming pool — 

Water licks his lips dry of draughts they seek ; 

Pitchers, as the Danaids stoop them, fool 
The traitress-brides' toil ; at each dip they leak. 

Oh ! as in Elysium, or elsewhere, 

I extol my Darling's faith, may I know 

In Hell will sit chained all who tempt the Dear 
With tales that my mission is long and slow. 

Spite of such. Sweetest, may you pure abide ! 

With a duenna, guardian against sin. 
But good to tell stories, glued to your side. 

And draw by lamplight long threads out, and 
spin. 

Then, let night settle on the chamber : sleep 
Seal the Dame's eyes ; the spun-pile cease to 
grow; 

Distaff and wheel click no more ; silence creep 
Throughout ; and the untended lamp burn low. 
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Suddenly, you look up ; framed in the door 
See me, and run, just as you are, to meet 

Myself, or my Spirit, across the floor. 

In your loose-flowing locks, with naked feet. 
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Ah ! if kind forecast of a future, sent 
To cheer the grey anguish of a sick-bed, 

When the blessed Gods shall turn and repent. 
And pillow on my breast a golden head ! 



Tibul, Carm. IV., El. IV. 



BEAUTY ILL 

Hither, Apollo !. and with all thy skill. 
Alas ! alas ! Sulpicia is ill ! 

Count not the miles, God of the flowing hair ; 
An hour's delay ! and She in anguish still ! 

Shrunk limbs, hectic spots — shame, intruders vile ! 
Haste, Lord ! no case can be so worth thy while. 

No ivory could with her skin compare ; 
Health looked out from it with a rosy smile. 

Avaunt ! aches and smarts that afflict our Dear, 
And worse threatening that her servants fear ! 
Plunge such deep in the river at high flood. 
And thence into whatever sea rolls near ! 

Come, Leech Divine, and bring some sovereign spell. 
With aught of daintiest in taste, or smell. 

To coax appetite in a jaded frame. 
Remember what hearts on that sick-bed dwell ! 

Punish not the Youth, who in his distress 
For his mistress offers vows numberless, 

If sob, or cough, from the poor martyr's couch 
Shakes out a bad word he cannot repress ! 
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Courage, Cerinthus ! the Gods have no spite 
Against happy lovers ; rather, delight 

In fondness. Burn still, and ye both are safe. 
Time for you to grieve should her love take flight. 

Now, the sweet girl is yours, and yours alone ; 
Belongs to You ; You share her heart with none. 

Rivals may wait to see you turned adrift. 
They will have to look long ere you be gone ! 

One prescription : two sev'ral patients healed. 
The double cure will a double fee peld. 

Envy, Ye other Gods, Apollo's art : 
Two crops reaped at once from a single field ! 



Tibul., Carm. IV., El. II. 



BEAUTY ARMED 

Two Powers rule March ; One, whose coursers prance 
In the pools of blood spilt by his red lance ; 

And a Maiden so surpassingly fair 
That Creation laughs and sings at her glance. 

Thou thirstest for beauty and battle. Mars. 
Come, see, quitting thy place among the stars — 

Venus will forgive being left this once — 
A foe thou hast not met in all thy wars. 

In love and war thy faith is in alarms — 

Keep assaults and storm thou for vulgar charms. 

Try them on Sulpicia ; and expect 
To view heaped on the ground thy battered arms. 

Why ! Cupid, playing with the heart of Jove, 
Steals her eyes ; Heav'n's King is ablaze with love. 

Silent she speaks to you ; soul talks with soul. 
Would you know what grace is ? Just see her 
move. 

Loose she her hair ? thus, it becomes her best. 

Braid it ? adorable, plaited and dressed. 

Robed in purple — cheap heart-cinders that eve ; 

Fully insure against a snow-white vest. 
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Vertumn, the Seasons' turn-table, they say, 
Dazzles Heav'n with fresh fashions day by day. 
Cared she, her wardrobe were such ; but the 
Dear 
In sackcloth shows as varied an array. 

If change pleased her taste, whom would Tyre 

prefer 
Eor wear of its royalest dyes to Her ? 

What throat could gems of Indus so befit — 
For whom else Arabia yield its myrrh ? 

Surely, Muses, Ye are here — 'tis no dream — 
And Thou, Apollo, proud of such a theme 

As our Sulpicia ! who aye but She 
Could for Queen this high holiday beseem ? 



PROPERTIUS 



SEX. AURELIUS PROPERTIUS 
(B.C. 51) 

On passing from TibuUus to Propertius, we miss the 

magic. When the inspiration cannot be denied, the 

verse has had to wait for it. " Beauty Unadorned," 

indeed, has a right to match itself with Tibullus in 

his " Beauty Armed." It has exquisite stanzas, if 

not the constant felicity, the happy surprises, of the 

other. But so much cannot be granted for other 

elegies, even for one I have selected for translation — 

" Lost at Sea." Notwithstanding the applause, not 

undeserved, for some striking scenes and images, 

the general effect tends to be wearisome. In others 

feeling is clouded by far descent ; genealogical 

learning has seized on an opportunity for display. 

Each of his merits has a set-off. That cannot be 

said of the other whom literature has contracted a 

habit of bracketing with him, as Bion with Moschus. 

The drawbacks are the more vexatious that he had 

it in him to soar as it were above himself, and even, 

in a rush of inspiration, above his compeer. Match 

me, notwithstanding the heraldic catafalque — which 

I have curtailed — the exquisite pathos of " Cornelia 

to PauUus." With no such make-weight, has the 

Immortality of Poetry ever been illustrated with a 

more vivid, overpowering grace than in a couple of 
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great Odes ? Even worshippers of Homer must be 
satisfied with the wreath Propertius has therein 
plaited. 

With all defects, is Coleridge's astonishment at 
contemporary admiration more intelligible in this 
case than in that of Tibulliis ? 



Propert., El. II. : Ad Cynthiam. 



BEAUTY UNADORNED 

Why be at pains, my Life, to tire your locks, 
Veil the rise and fall, under silken frocks, 
Of an exquisite bosom, steep sweet hair 
In oils from a Syrian spikenard box ? 

Would you cry yourself, wish yourself desired — 
Tricked in foreign wares — to be bought, or hired. 
Throw away own Nature's most precious boon. 
Nor let your charms be for themselves admired ? 

Believe me, a form perfect in each part 
Needs, my Cynthia, no relief from art. 
Cupid by precept and example bans 
Beauty's resort to artifice or mart. 

Match the colours the fair unbidden soil 
Sends us from beneath, without human toil ; 
What column could boast capital the peer 
Of ivy's unpremeditated coil ? 

Can man's skill divert a canal to wind 
As a brook that froUcs aftei: its kind-^ 

A leap, and a rainbow caught in its spray. 
Pause by a bank with painted pebbles hned ? 
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Birds rocking to their song, and boughs that 

wave — 
An arbutus escaped from a lone cave — 

Leaves burnished, flow'rs cream-white, fruit ruddy 

gold— 
What could art but spoil the charm that they have ? 

There were Heroes, Idas, Pelops, of old, 

Ev'n Gods, the Twins, Phoebus, we have been told, 

Who loved and battled for beauty ; but it 
Was only itself, not gems, silks, or gold. 

And as Apelles, when he drew a face, 
Used pure colours, accounting all else base, 

So would the beloved of Heroes and Gods 
Have deerned dress to win suitors a^ disgrace. 

Beauty — kind Heaven, grant it Woman ! Waste, 
On flesh, more ; except of self, to be chaste ! 

Courtship ? I — not to cheap'n myself — do that ; 
My worship will coarse flatteries outlast. 

Suffice we not, the pair ? And you endowed 
With song by Phoebus ! add the lyre bestowed 
By your Muse ; and converse, where you tran- 
scend. 
Condescend to trinkets ! Be you too proud ! 

You have spells from Venus that lull and move, 
With a soul that Minerva would approve. 

They united, together, make yourself ; 
And shame on gew-gaws that disguise my Love ! 



Propert. III., El. VII. vv. 1-72. 



LOST AT SEA 

Shame, Money ; not contented to be spring 
Of a father's cares, when his pains fill up 

Life's draught for a son, the mahgnant Thing 
Spills while the boy is tasting of the cup. 

Meddler with death as hfe ! thy cunning brain 

In its seedplot administering food 
To mixed instincts — ^adventurousness, gain — 

With death in the pot, pours down all as good. 

Merciless ! to lure a lad to take sail 
For Egyptian Pharos, following- thee, 

And thy gold decoy, calhng a wild gale, 
Plunge him thrice, nay, four times, in a mad sea. 

'Tis thou hast cropped the flower of his days. 

If kindred urns move not to give his room, 
And a sad mother neither tribute lays 

Of earth on her dead child, nor builds his tomb. 

Thine the guilt ! for the lust of thee, those groans ; 

Thine, that thy victim, rocking with each wave, 
Gluts the fish ; that sea-birds insult his bones. 

And Carpathian waters are his grave, 
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North Wind, poor spoil ! Neptune, hungering then ? 

Why ! wrecks pave thy depths, each a grander 
prize. 
Didst not bethink thee thou wast killing men ? 

Yet human Ufe is sacred in Heav'n's eyes. 

Foetus, lo ! waves and winds ! you waste your 
breath. 

When, as yoy, swim for life, you count your years, 
Remind the Gods you are unripe for death ; 

Bid them listen to your mother, see her tears ! 

Your Gods and hers inhabit not the deep. 

When rash greed tempts night to awake the 
blast, 
They do not intervene — though women weep — 

To light the Dark, and hold -vvorn cables fast. 

A beach there is on the Lydian coast 
Where Ues Argynnus, in Cephissus drowned, 

Mourned by the Chief of the Achaean host, 
A kinder friend than his child her sire found. 

Thither, in time, the Ocean's currents may 

Drift you, though pious kinsfolk no tomb raise. 

No Prince, grieving for a favourite, stay 
An Army to attest his pomp and praise. 

A sea's slow charity will wash ashore 
Whatever is left ; hollow out a grave, 

For sand to cover you decently o'er ; 
And there ! all, surely, any corpse can crave ! 
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While, if usage aa epitaph demands. 
Some sailor, guessing at storms' cruelty, 

Shall muse, as earth he adds with rough, kind 
hands : 
" A landsman, making playmate of our sea ! " 

Go ! your greed with ships' planks. Death, interweave ; 

Disease a laggard ; how to force the pace ? 
Is land short-handed ? water will reUeve 

The press on Fate and Chance to thin Man's 
race ! 



But 'tis seamen's affair ; I do not agree. 

Farmers' ; if, born ministers of the soil. 
They desert to play hazard with the sea 

And winds, their goods and Uves are proper spoil. 

Tell me not of " virtuous enterprise," 

Of mishaps " how strange," weather " when so 
ill ! " 
Greediness is motive in Nature's eyes ; 
For winds and waves, why should they serve 
man's will ! 

" Hawsers snapped, anchor lost, from barque well 
found ! 
Unforeseen accidents ! " 

When one " foreseen " 
Among all vessels, missing or aground. 
Or, if accident, ever could have been ? 
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To be wrecked is ship-doom : I never heard 

Of a ship dying of old age. 

Attend 
All who think of Paetus ; and be deterred. 

If once escaped, beware the more his end. 

Saved one in a score i 'tis Nature's prime bait. 

The triumph, when Greeks from Ilium sailed. 
Sealed for thousands off Euboea's cUffs their fate. 

The craft which won Troy for Achaea failed 

Ulysses. All his engines of resource. 
His pride that for each knot he kept a wile. 

Broke on Ocean's uncomprehending force. 
Scarce landing ev'n himself on his bleak isle. 

Ah ! if Paetus, curbing boy's pride, had lent 
An ear to me ; hke his sire, turned the sods 

With plough his oxen drew, and been content 
To hold fellowship with his household Gods ! 

If, with, for now, enough, and some in store ; 

He had trodden earth soUd, and his own ; 
Though not lapped in luxury, still not poor, 

Since without riches he had never known ! 

For modest homes their treasures have, if few ; 

Sandal, terebinth, for the nuptial bed ; 
Down pillows, coverlets of rainbow hue. 

For festivals in the best chamber spread. 
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But, hapless youth, he had chosen. The gale's 
Hissing and roaring deafened him ; the hne 

Of rope he clutched but mangled hands and nails ; 
At ev'ry gasp he gulped huge draughts of brine. 



Wicked Night conspired with the storm to dog 
Him with horrors ; the while he gurgled forth 

Plaints, pray'rs, hard clinging on a puny log, 
To Mgean's Gods and Wind of the North : 

" Powers, Sea and Air, whelming one weak youth 
In mountainous floods stirred at your behest. 

To what depths hurl ye me — ^have ye no ruth ? — 
A stranger from far, your innocent guest ? 

" Yet will I murmur no more, although sWung 
Off Neptune's trident on sands to rot ; cast 

On jagged crag where sea-birds feed their young ; 
If pitying waves roll my bones at last 

" On our soil ; if my remains feel once more 
A mother's arms about what had been 'I,' 

And I am hers, and She mine, as before. 
My Spirit shall bless you, though now I die ! " 

These Paetus's last words with his last breath ; 

Then, mute ; the writhing whirlpool sucked him 
down. 
But, fair Nereids, ye would mourn his death ; 

Thetis, thou make his mother's grief thy own. 
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Lift, Nymphs, with gentle hands his drooping chin, 
Light weight ; to you it will no burden be ; 

Comfort him — a brief Ufe has grievous been — 
With splendours in palaces of the sea. 

No such solaces for me ! Go thy ways, 
North-Wind ! tempt others ; furled my sails I 
keep ; 

I stand at safe distance ashore, and gaze. 
A last song ; at my Fair One's door I sleep I 



Propert. III., El. I. vv. 1-40. 



IMMORTAL POETRY 

To His Mistress. 

Part I. 

Pardon, Callimachus, Philetas, bard of love — 
Bright Spirits, forgive my trespasses on your grove ! 
But I too am Apollo's Priest, and vowed to sing 
Hymns to my God, drawing music from his pure 

spring. 
Oh, could my lute a cadence learn from yours, and 

break 
Its stiflfer Latin to your measures born for Greek ! 
Say in what grot the Muses taught you. Masters 

mine. 
To graduate harmony in alternate line ; 
Tell me by what subtle steps you were led the first 
Into new paths, and where it was you quenched 

your thirst. 
This my ambition is ; who please may turn astray 
Verse upon arms, and sing of legions in array. 
The Muses' minister, I wind no trumpet blast ; 
Content to blot and file without end ; so, at last. 
That rhythm issues exact ; hoping Fame, spurning 

earth, 

May carry me aloft, and the Muse, a new birth 

181 



i82 PROPERTIUS 

Mine, may up to the Capitol in triumph ride 

In the wreathed Car, with clustered Cupids, by my 

side. 
Will it be my fault — am I insolently proud ? — 
That, bespattered with the mud from my wheels, 

a crowd 
Of worthy writers, failing seats within to find, 
To my regret, in the flushed gutter runs Behind — 
That no broad highway takes to where the Muses 

dwell. 
And many start betimes, yet never reach their cell ? 
But why dispute with me the modest field I till ? 
Go ; exalt Rome's glory ; space there for all who 

will. 
Even now a fresh chapter opens ; tap the fount 
Of heroics in his honour through whom we count 
Bactria within our bounds ; 

only, leave, I pray, 
A patch on Helicon, reached by an untrodd'n way. 
Where I may dig and delve, extracting thence some 

theme 
For peace-lovers like me to meditate and dream. 
Plait me a chaplet. Muses, flow'rs tender and sweet ; 
Wreathed with stiff leaves my brows would throb 

with fever heat. 
See that whalkto the living envy has denied 
Is with compound interest to the dead suppUed. 
Age too will then be for me ; men in life must 

have 
Voices to pierce ; soft and low echo from a grave. 

Who has not read of Ilium, the rich, the great ? 
How haught Laomedon hired Gods to fence his state, 
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Though their wall could not resist Jove's mightier 

son, 
Who stormed it twice for a mean wrong the King 

had done ; 
How Scamander and Simois ran red with blood 
When Achilles raged, and outraged their double 

flood ; 
How he overthrew Hector underneath the wall. 
Ruthlessly insulting the foeman at his fall ; 
And how — with sighs for the way lesser heroes fared, 
Like Deiphobus, foully, traitorously snared — 
That dread night came, never to be forgotten, 

when 
The wooden horse was delivered of its armed men, 
And golden Troy from her high pinnacle was 

hurled 
In a storm of vengefulness which appalled the world ! 
Immortal tragedy ! 

And the realm whence it rose 
With its wealth, glory ? Testimony — what, and 

whose ? 
Two streamlets struggling sea-wards from a moun- 
tain chain, 
Past a mound of charred rubbish on a grassy plain ; 
And a shepherds' legend that a Greek fleet once 

laid 
A town in ashes to chastise a Phrygian raid. 
Nought knew they of Hector, Peleides, and his pride. 
False Paris, Helen's charms, or how King Priam died. 
Then by chance a minstrel wandering o'er the 

ground. 
Departed awed by the mystery brooding round ; 
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And from matter in tourists' note-books for one line. 
Ilium in a poet's fancy woke Divine ; 
Its siege growing a faith, till village talk became 
History, where Empires aspired to write a name ! 

Yet would the Bard grant his argosy, as it rolled 
Adqwn the stream of time, has gathered, new and 

old. 
Admiration, sympathy, joy, surprise, and tears. 
Humankind's accretion of thrice a thousand years. 
So, yea in me, is it too vain a hope that room 
May be found for my verse, when I am in the tomb, 
As having earned among posterity some praise 
For our glorious Mother in these latter days ? 
Though even now no need for a sepulchral stone 
To remind a world that has me still for its own, 
Of my being ; 

already I have my abode ' 
In books which make me guest of the Lycian God ! 

But, Dear, enough of envy, jealousy, and Fame — 
What use of verse to me, unless to laud thy name ! 
Return, my L5n:e, and beat your old accustomed 

sound ; 
Attend ; I tune you to dwell upon one sweet sound — 
The universal language of the Muses' grove ; 
Motive of all true melody : 

" I love ! We love ! " 



Propert. III., El. II. vv. 1-24. 



Part II. 

It is told, when Thracian Orpheus music made, 
Wild beasts forgot to raven, floods their waters 

stayed ; 
And, as Amphion sang, the stones at ev'ry word 
Spontaneously built ; harmonious accord ; 
So, Polyphemus, you, as Galatea fled 
Your embraces underneath wild Etna's red-hot bed 
By your sweet singing found, yourself no Beauty, 

how 
To curb the dripping steeds ; the Nymph's stiff 

neck to bow. 
Strange is it then that I a troop of girls inspire 
With my verse when Bacchus and Phoebus lend 

their fire ? 
Though mine no palace that with marble columns 

gleams, 
And ceilings of ivory set in gilded beams. 
Though mine vies not with orchards of the island 

King, 
No conduit slakes my thirst, but just a bubbling 

spring, 
Yet you who hear I write, visit my modest home ; 
And you will find the Muses are already come. 
Calliope takes hands, her Sister calls the dance. 
And up and down we reel, till both sink in a trance. 
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Pretty one, remember ; mortal, alas, thou art ! 
Verse immortal is, immortal a poet's heart. 
Heart catches from heart the gift. Not a gap between : 
Blest to learn the secret, as Beauties few have been ! 
Fortunate Fair ! then, quick ; hasten inside my page ; 
And thou art safe from all the accidents of age : 
Many as my songs, thou shalt smile in ev'ry line ; 
Each, for each charm thou hast, shall consecrate a 

shrine. 
Pyramids were Pharaohs' challenges to the stars ; 
Eleans defied Greece to build a fane hke theirs ; 
Artemisia's work no spoiler, it might seem. 
Could bear; to mar — so incomparable the dream ! 
But the curse is on them — dust they, to dust 

return — 
Their glory rain and frost will sap, or flames will 

burn ; 
Or Time may do Fate's will with touches, one by 

one. 
Till winds through ruins moan where once a palace 

shone. 
None, but whom Genius plucks from Earth's din 

and strife. 
Are charihed from ills that blot the open book of 

Life. 
Stamp theirs ineffaceable. 

Mark the halo shed ! 
How glow the names that on a poet's page are 

read ! 



Propert. iV., EL XI. 



CORNELIA TO PAULLUS 

My PauUus, cease from weeping on my tomb ! 

If descent doubly noble could not save. 
Nor a pure life avert an early doom. 

Think you that tears might open a sealed grave ? 

All else is nought ; much, that I was to you. 

" Your girl bride I " ; carve this upon the stone ; 
Say that " I lived chaste, and that I died true ; 

In death, as in my life, yours, yours alone ! " 

Bear witness. House of PauUus ! can our home 
Impute to my account loss or disgrace ? 

No need to warn me of the laws of Rome ; 
My Censors were my Nature and my Race ! 

My pattern, impossible to forget, 

You, Mother, given for my childhood's bliss. 
I knew not I had caused you a regret. 

Till, dying, I felt tears in your last kiss ! 

So, again, farewell, Paullus, and, to all. 

For I would lie, and be still ; — 

though how sleep, 
When — ^hark ! — my Little Ones upon me call ; 

And I reply not — may not even weep ! 
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Be tender, Husband, Father, to a care 

On my grey ashes traced in flame ; be two- 
Father, Mother ; harness yourself to bear 
A double yoke of love — ^for Me and You ! 

It may be — could I wish it were not ? — they 
Will miss me for a while ; and you will try 

To comfort them ; caress their grief away— 
For me too. I shall feel it where I lie. 

Weep, if you must ; but, as you love me, seek 
To play the traitor to that love with guile ; 

As the babes run to you, hide the wet cheek ; 
Cover their eyes with kisses ; feign to smile ! 

But night still is ours ; — often a dream-bride — 
'Twixt dark and dawn — as when I yet did live. 

Will be in silence with you, by your side. 
Speak your whole soul — as She could answer give ! 

You too, my darling boys, will have your share 
Of duties. Should a step-dame come, be kind ; 

So, she will be, e'en loving ; yet forbear 
To bring your mother overmuch to mind. 

And ah ! should my Shadow so dear remain 
As to content your father for a wife, 

Remember he will feel some day the strain 
Of age untended. Smooth the path of life. 

Fate heap your years with those I might not have ! 

Replace for him the youth that my death stole. 
Lo ! Husband, our Babes ! none given the grave. 

Blest I so far, in having kept the whole ! 
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p. OVIDIUS NASO 
(B.C. 43) 

Selections from Ovid are become favourite manuals 
for a school's lower forms, though he has abundance 
of difficulties for the Ifearned. In the Middle Ages 
he was chief romancer, fulfilling duties discharged 
now by thousands of novelists. From his indefatig- 
able pen flowed perennial streams, Heroides, Elegies, 
Metamorphoses, Fasti, Epistles, a treatise actually 
on fishing, Amores, always Amores. He was anti- 
quary, adviser on all secrets of the heart, in a period 
not very nice in its confidences, for which his " Ars 
Amoris " was a " santo libro." Later literary opinion, 
even Dryden's, it is to be regretted, saw no cause 
for objection. In proof, partly perhaps as a conse- 
quence, Time, also not fastidious, has spared more 
in quantity of his verse than of the whole remainder 
of the poetical bequest to us by the Latin Golden 
Age. 

From a different point of view it has often been 
regretted that he was so ready a writer. But litera- 
ture cannot afford to pick and choose with genius. 
Its admirers have to be thankful for the effusive- 
ness of an Ovid as for the file of a Horace. To sift 
cartfuls of platitudes, mud, and cinders, such as the 
verbiage of the unimaginable love-letter of Sappho to 
Phaon, is bewildering work ; but similar dust-heaps 
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may contain grains of gold. He grows inspired 
when he has something to say ; which insists on 
being said. Several of his letters are refined and 
delightful. For encouragement at once and warn- 
ing, he narrates his own life course ; traces his 
intellectual development, ending in " Poet." If, 
as to his exact comparative rank in the general 
vocation of Song, othefs plume themselves on their 
superiority to him in dignity, what cares he ? Is it 
his fault 

" That his verse claims more readers than all theirs ? " 

Posterity must be grateful for the ease and 
flow of these " Confessions " ; and they have many 
touches of true tenderness and pathos. Thus he 
has been alarmed by a fancy that somehow false 
rumours of misconduct by him may disturb the repose 
of his parents Below. There are fears, again, that 
Perilla, who had under his supervision indicated 
signs of hvely sympathy with activity of the soul — 
the only true life — might be led astray by the snares 
and frivolities of Rome : 

" I cannot bear to think of ' You ' as ' Dead,' " 
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The lengthy " Elegy on Tibullus " is, like the more 
charming " Letters," interesting for its personal sake ; 
but " Phaethon " approximates to great Poetry. Here 
the singer is even not to be blamed for his common 
vice of redundance. Once for all recollect that the 
story is of Gods and Heavenly Bodies : and all details 
are self-consistent ; one finds no superfluous words or 
matter. The tragedy is appropriately grandiose ; 
it is sparkUng and fiery ; nor is sweetness wanting. 
There can be no extravagance, not though, but be- 
cause, the plot is inconceivable. Not the least 
among the many extraordinaries is that all are 
packed within a single day's course. That is logically 
correct when accepted with the rest. For Gods human 
divisions of Time, as of Space, do not exist. According 
simply to the amount that they have to do in it, a 
human year may dissolve as a second, a second 
lengthen into ages. The revolution wrought by the 
excess of the Divine coursers lasted in its conse- 
quences for mimberless generations of men. Obvi- 
ously, for the Sun it was gone in a day. 

The entire legend appears to me, who am not an 
ardent admirer of Ovid, to be from beginning to end a 
work of high art. Nowhere is there Uttleness. No 
rank would be too exalted for the author if poetical 
precedence were determined by a single inspiration. 
Alas for a rush of soiled and dishevelled verse claim- 
ing companionship ! Still, regarded alone, it is, 
from beginning to end, a noble Song ! 
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DEATH OF. TIBULLUS 

Aurora wept Memnon ; Thetis the great 
Achilles. I their peer in depth of woe, 

If with no other right to challenge Fate, 
Blush not that my tears for TibuUus flow. 

Muse of many moods — Thou hast room for all — 
Come, in tenderest form that Thou canst wear. 

As Elegy. At my unworthy call, 

With locks dishevelled, and in tears, appear. 

Couldst Thou to better purpose use the name 
Than for a dirge to him, alas ! no more. 

The bard who, ministering to thy fame, 
First wooed Thee on the Italian shore ? 

Quiver reversed, the Queen of Beauty's child 
Sits, bow, arrows broken, extinguished torch, 

Poor little urchin, wings unpreened and soiled, 
Spirit, from much weeping, too damp to scorch ; 

What strength is left suffices just to pound 

Pettishly his own bared bosom ; meanwhile. 

Tears soaking loose curls ; a convulsive sound 

Racking a mouth made to do nought but smile, 
194 
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Nor less is his Mother herself distressed. 

Olympus and our Earth stand not apart 
At the sudden loss ; each feels in its breast 

A darkness — dimmed the gaiety of heart. 



Yes ; our faith wounded that bards hedged about 
With sanctity tread the steps of Jove's Throne ! 

A religion of which we had no doubt, 
Or of a Divinity of our own ! 

Charters, alas ! contemptuous of law 

Thy hands, intrusive Death, fail to respect, 

Nor, while we are in human flesh, withdraw. 
Though Phoebus and a loving Muse protect. 

Homer's self. Poesy's unfailing spring. 
Heard the knock, audible, however faint ; 

And all who since drink of his fount, and sing. 
Must follow him Below, sinner or saint. 

The strains they played may cheat the greedy flame ; 

For Troy its Minstrel's fire re-lives, self-fed ; 
Like web on Penelope's morning frame. 

Night-stripped for day's renewal with old thread. 

Thus, thy Delia, Nemesis, are sure. 

Embalmed in thy delicate love, of long 

Renown while sense of music shall endure. 
Twain ascending scales of immortal song. 
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But Thou ! what avail the offerings laid 
At the feet of Gods of Hearth, Garden, Wood ? 

Homage to Isis, in Rome, Egypt, paid ? 
Fate deals death equally to bad and good. 



I'm moved to disbelief that Gods exist. 

Men serve Altars ; these seem to haste our doom. 
Death hauls us from the Shrines with iron wrist. 

Look ! trust not pious verse to bar the tomb. 

A pile of white dust TibuUus ! scarce spared 
Enough to fill a shallow urn the whole. 

Shame upon the unfeehng flame that dared 
To feed on the breast that nursed such a soul ! 



Had it chanced the Gods' gilded fanes to burn. 
While reflections from his pyre lit the sky. 

Could they have denied 'twas a just return. 
Who without succour saw their Champion die ? 

Would the tale were true Sicilians tell. 
That Venus, who delights her Court to keep 

On Eryx, in its starry citadel 
Gazed away from the pyre, could not but weep ! 

At least, we know that human love was His ; 

An ampler share than common mortals have. 
Fate, not too kind, was gracious yet in this. 

Granting an escape from a stranger's grave. 
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Courage to flee he summoned up, and fled 

To die at home, clasped in his Mother's arms. 

She closed his eyes, paid last dues to her Dead. 
His Sister, as forlorn, abjured all charms. 

Wonder not that with the heart-cords entwined 
By birth and race chanced to be knotted some — 

A tangled skein these — of a coarser kind. 
Competing with the sanctities of home. 

Passion, youth, fashion, idleness conspired 
To lure into toils he cared not to break. 

Fancy like his was, or thought itself, fired. 
After his way, he groaned, and stroked the ache. 

After their way, his Loves pursued, deceived. 
Scorned ; when death freed him, found they loved 
the more ; ^ 

Jealous, one of other, may have believed 
He still was theirs upon that Further Shore. 

First, Delia — for both would the Grave haunt : 
" My fault ! while I was thine. Thou couldst not 
die ! " 

Triumphing, would Nemesis turn the taunt : 
" My hand feels still thy dsdng clasp ! " reply. 

Enough for them. And for Him ? If death spare 
Pure soul and spirit, I am sure of this, 

TibuUus in the Underworld will share 
To the full in all Elysian bliss. 
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C9.tullus, Master in the art of Song, 

Will meet him, brows with ivy wreathed, and 
bring 
Calvus, gay and tender, with him along. 

And Gallus, equal to the chief who sing — 

GalluSj Bard, Soldier, Orator, of large 
Heart, ever prodigal in a friend's cause 

Of blood and life — self-slain from shame at charge 
That " Gallus " could be false to friendship's laws. 

And with such as these, if the world Beneath 

Admit of aught personal in a Shade, 
Worth like his must find fellowship in death ; 

Kindness, verse, will Uve, although flesh be dead. 

Farewell ! If truth of the Blest Fields be told. 
Thy Ghost is free to range them, or, if not. 

Rest thy dust in its urn, light lie the mould ! 
But never shall such Music be forgot ! 



Ovid. Trist. III., El. VII., and IV.. El. X. 



EPISTLES 

TO PERILLA 

Go, Tablet I have graven ; you will find 

My Child with her Mother ; or books among. 

Rough scrawl as you are, you unfold a mind ; 
She'll quit for you the service ev'n of song. 

She will be asking you " why you are come, 
And how you left me " ; answer, " Not dead yet " — 

As would I were, an exile, torn from home, 
With each year bringing me a fresh regret ! 

My only solace converse with the quire 
Of Muses — dearer for ill they have done, — 

Bidding line answer line upon the lyre. 
And beat alternate paces, one by one. 

And tell me. Dearest, comrades as we were 
In harmonizing native speech to move 

To foreign measures, whether still we share 
The studies you had learnt from me to love. 

I know that you by Nature were endowed 
With that which conquers Fate, a high, pure soul. 

That She had genius besides bestowed. 
Combining all in a transcendent whole. 
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First I to see it in your girlhood rise ; 

My privilege — ^leading to the main source. 
Where no blast, hot or cold, might it surprise — 

To nurse it into a life-giving force. 

While no mischance forbade it, I was guide,. 
Fellow-workman ; I read your verse aloud, 

And mine to us both ; we wrote side by side ; 

I blamed the lines when bad, and praised when 
good. 

How often this ! 

I vow, if you have let 

The Muse's spark burst in your heart to flame. 
Of women none but Sappho will be set 

Above Perilla in the Book of Fame ! 

The only fear, that my ill fate may check 
Fancy's course ; ah ! if wildered by the roar. 

It be left, rudderless, to drift a wreck. 
Hopeless, and careless whither, to what shore ! 

Be not alarmed, Perilla ; just beware 

That no woman quit beaten highways, learn 

The Art of Love from that you write, and dare 
Lay at your door that she is apt to burn. 

Be brave ; inspired as you will be, abstain 

Begging-off work that you were formed to do ; 

Nature will have a full right to complain 
If holy Arts miss minister in you ! 
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With these She gave you others, and of price ; 

Your Father loves them in you ; but be sure, 
These — flesh— will fade, fade, like flow'rs, melt hke 
ice ; 

Those are of the Spirit ; and they endure. 

Age, slowly may it come ! will be unkind 

E'en to that sweet face, and draw furrows there ; 

When still a girl at heart, expect to find 
Sour Time has stolen on you unaware. 

Bitter 'twill be — I would I knew a cure — 
You'll overhear — stone-deaf can catch a name — 

' Your fair Perilla this ? " 

Better endure ; 
Break not your glass because it says the same. 

And riches too — you have no swollen store ; 

Right welcome soon to all I own myself ; 
For your ease, Darling, would that it were more ! 

But, after all, a silly thing is pelf. 

Double your means, in fancy, if you will ; 

Count as you please, in dollars, pounds, or francs ; 
And spend on the high scale — in fancy still — 

Fortune at this game often plays her pranks. 

She blows her coloured bubbles here and there ; 

One bursts, and from it drops, a beggar out ; 
In another floats a millionaire — 

The whirligig of Chance, a witches' rout ! 
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Creatures of an hour, we prize things of naught. 

A heart that warmly beats within the breast. 
Soarings from sense upon the wings of thought. 

Immortal these alone ! Perish the rest ! 

Witness my lot ! What worse could man befall 
Than to be rent from all he loved on earth ? 

I lost the whole, yet nothing lost at all ; 
Invisible what gave back all of worth ! 

Genius ! Deliverer of the soul ! 

Thee no Imperial Edicts o'erwhelm ; 
Thou hearest undismayed Jove's thunders roll, 

E'en Caesar's writs run not within thy realm. 

I've loved, and I have sung ; fearless stand I, 
Patient to abide whate'er Fate's decree. 

Let the sword slay : I shall not wholly die ; 
Something will live ; it, the best part of me ! 

Long as our Rome shall sovereignly look down 
Upon a world ruled by her laws, and tread 

Upon rebellious necks, I'll share her crown ; 
Her triumphs shall be seen — and mine be read ! 

So use your powers. Child, that, when they lay 
A handful of grey dust in its last bed. 

Your spirit mounts, like mine, as well it may — 
I cannot bear to think of " You " as dead ! 



Ovid. Trist. IV.. El. X. 



EPISTLES 

CHOICE OF A CAREER 

If you would learn what your Poet has found 
By sad, glad experience wholly true, 

How — quicksands elsewhere — to stand on firm 
ground. 
Read a life's story penned in thought of You ! 



Sulmo my country is ; our race has been 
There long planted, beside a modest town, 

Amid rich pastures, ever fresh and green. 
With waters cool under a July sun. 

Our parents bred a brother and me with care ; 

Seeing gifts in us of which they were proud. 

And hoped, not for themselves, these might repair 
The decay of a House of ancient blood. 

For broken fortunes whither but to Rome ? 
So thither, eighty miles away, we went. 
Both of us nearing manhood, from our home. 
To learn the art of being eloquent. 
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Born orator, my Brother must have gained 
The Forum's ear ; ah ! half myself, he died. 

Our Father hoped on, for one still remained ; 
And I ! how help it that I versified ! 



Nature's fault it was, and not mine ; the Muse 
Had mined my whole being ; I deemed I talked 

Commonest prose ; the words I meant to use 
Fell into numbers, and my purpose balked. 

My Father invoked plain sense : " Pauper trade 
The Poet's ; Homer, I have understood. 

About the best at it ; say what he made ! 
Would he not have got money if he could ? " 

Obedient, I did my best ; grown man, 
I studied Law and Rhetoric ; pleas drew. 

Anxiously minding that they did not scan. 
But vain all, as at last my Father knew. 

No toughness, in truth, brain or frame, had I, 
He saw, for the rude play of public life. 

Nor hunger for the riches, and the fame. 
That pay the hurly-burly and the strife. 

Leisure I ever loved, leisure to think ; 

Beat the bounds of Mind and Being ; be free 
To wander wheresoe'er I will ; and drink 

Of beakers the Muse fills from Castaly. 
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Ah ! when I poets saw — and not in books 

Alone— witnessed as they greeted— and clasped 
hands. 

Even mine— vouchsafed to exchange words, looks. 
Actual thoughts — courtesies, not commands ! 

How I worshipped, how took them to my heart. 
Paced up and down the streets where they abode. 

Longing to see them enter or depart. 
And deemed that each one's lodging held a God ! 

I in return was flattered ; a request 

Might come — Macer purposing to rehearse 

Some lines on birds and snakes — to be his guest. 
And honour with my judgment on his verse. 

Or from Ponticus would be the appeal. 
Perhaps Bassus — in hexameters one. 

In iambics the other great — with zeal 
Both welcoming a new bard to the Town. 

I listened, and learned ; for the air was song ; 

Virgil I just saw ere he passed away ; 
Still lived Horace ; our Master drove along. 

Putting rhythm through its steps in satire, song. 

But for pen-and- verse kinship Three there were ; 

First, Gallus, next, TibuUus, whom harsh Fate 
Denied to my friendship ; and he, most near 

In fellowship, Propertius, third in date, 
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In these, forerunners, leaders, in my Art 

Elegiac, I, junior, believe ; 
And in turn my juniors on their part 

Already Me, fourth of the Line, receive. 

Not I a tjTTO then ; scarce did my beard 
Need razor, when Rome hailed one poet more ; 

" Corinha " saw to it the City heard 
Of my verse, and of it I had large store. 

" Where all that now ? " 

Such as in calm, cold blood 
I disowned, I gave to the purging flame ; 
Some — poor things — that might have ev'n pleased 
the good, 
I burnt, wroth with the Muse that caused my 
shame. 

No dissembler I ; never feigned to use 

Armour on which Cupid's fire has no power ; 

Nay : this heart is soft ; on the least excuse 
Will melt and liquefy within an hour. 

Yet, though wax in front of a pretty face, 
I never dragged a name of some renown — 

Recreant to an honourable race — 
At heels of a low scandal of the Town. 

If, twice, ill-starred has been my marriage lot, 
Not even foe has laid the fault on me ; 

And when happier fortune blessed the knot, 
My world will tell how grateful I can be ! 
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Grateful, for a helpmate, who would not brook, 
Where I too might not be, to make her home. 

And, voluntary exile, proudly shook 

The dust from off her feet of careless Rome. 



Grateful, also, that life has had its part 
In nursery joys ; a Daughter, that she bore 

Two Babes to nestle to a Grandsire's heart. 
And let him dream himself a child once more. 



But, most of all, thanks to the Gods I owe — 
Less for a Mother's love giv'n and returned. 

Less for the years it pleased them to bestow 
Upon a Sire who sorely would have mourned 

The length of days, if his had been the tears 
Shed on the bier, and not mine in distress 

For a death, although at ripe ninety years. 
Too early for filial tenderness — 

Than because both died when they still might dream 
Of their Son seated at the hearth still theirs. 

Of him, as still they strolled by grove and stream — 
Heir to their simple joys, their kindly cares. 

Dear ones, whate'er my woes, ye suffered none. 

Guilty, or guiltless, I will not complain, 
Thankful it has been mine to grieve alone ! 

Witness, Heaven, I never caused You pain ! 
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Yet into my mind sometimes creeps a doubt 
If in the Underworld from Earth above 

Tales of its doings may not run about, 
Slurring the lustre of a name you love. 

Believe me, who would as soon to Heav'n lie 
As you, that for no Sin he suffers now ; 

Error only ; he appeals to you ; try 
His cause — ^yours it is — in the Courts Below. 

A scapegoat I, as all in Rome know well. 
For coward lying underlings to hide 

Festering guilt in high place, and expel. 
To salve the sores of a hurt Prince's pride. 

Driv'n into the wilderness, I refused 
To bend to ill ; despite of hairs now grey. 

Habits of ease anS luxury, I used 
Arms against Getes long put to rust away. 

Above all, though the air rings clash of steel. 
And none is here to hearken, and to praise. 

Tricking tedious time, I plot to heal 
Memories of real sadness with sad lays. 

So, that I live, and show a gallant face 
To fortune, do not sicken at the light. 

My Muse, it is Thou ; 'tis thy tireless grace 
Soothes day's cares, cheers the watches of the 
night, 
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Guide and Comrade mine ! when, cast down and lone, 
Ister's banks I pace, and touch my lyre's strings, 

Lo ! Thou, and by my side on HeUcon, 
Whither Thou hast borne me as upon wings. 

Fame's rule is to reserve her choicest crown. 
That it would have joyed a live brow to wear. 

Until the mould be safely trodden down 
Past the Laureate's utmost strength to stir. 

On living me — rare boon — ^hast Thou the wreath. 
Kind Muse, conferred ; nor has, with jagged tooth. 

Envy gnawed one bud while I draw my breath. 
Although the Present tastes sour in her mouth. 

Mighty bards have in this our age been born ; 

I revere ; but room for many a shrine 
Fame's Temple has ; the Sainted will not scorn 

Though behind their gilt Altars I keep mine. 

Is it my fault some rank me with the Great ? 

If my verse claims more readers than all they ? 
With resignation I must bear my fate, 

And sing still for a world, though wrapped in clay ! 
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PHAETHON 

On giant columns, springing each straight from its 

pedestal. 
Rose, visible from afar, the Sun-god's resplendent 

hall. 
The fabric, all of pure gold and gold-blended bronze, 

flashed light 
As flame, while gabled roof, ivory, gleamed serenely 

bright. 
And from the folding silver doors a strong radiance 

beamed. 
Substance precious — surpassed by the workman- 
ship, as beseemed 
The Artist ; for Vulcan had — as would have been 

past belief 
For human skill — carved on ceiUng and walls in high 

reUef 
Ocean, with the continents around which its waters 

roll, 
Our world of land and water, with Heaven over the 

whole. 
In the blue depths the Sea-gods played ; old Triton 

wound his horn. 
Proteus appeared in all of the shapes he had ever 

worn, 
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Monstrous ^geon broke whales to curvet at his 

command. 
And Doris led forth her daughters, mother of a fair 

band ; 
Some swam, or bridled dolphins, some, seated upon 

huge rocks, 
Sang to their harps, or combed and dried in sun their 

sea-green locks ; 
Various pastimes ; and each had, for winning hearts, 

her arm ; 
But, as with sisters it should be, chief the mutual 

charm. 
And from the chisel came also, immortally alive. 
Towns and townsmen, trading, fighting, in act to 

love and strive. 
Savage wilds with beasts to match, rivers both in 

calm and flood. 
Satyrs, Nymphs, and Fauns, Deities of garden, 

farm, and wood. 
Over, the arching firmament was imaged, blue and 

white. 
With constellations, six o'er the left doors, six o'er 

the right. 
Day declined ; and July's sun was now sinking 

in the West ; 
Its God had but just returned to his Palace for his rest. 
When from up a sloping road came a stranger of 

such mien 
As, it might be thought, could only in Courts Divine 

be seen. 
His age was that at which boyhood and manhood 

meet ; his air 
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Sure of a welcome wherever its owner would repair. 
Stately Clymene bore him to a wooer never named ; 
And, reputed a light woman, she lived on — ^unashamed. 
When her love-child, Phaethon, was arrived at man's 

estate 
She bade him find his father, " the Sun-god," and 

dree his fate. 
So, he had travelled the world through, to the last 

bounds of Earth, 
To explore, and justify, the mystery of his birth ; 
To find the sire who had watched from the moment 

he was born 
Over the child deemed by himself forsaken and for- 
lorn. 
After long months of pilgrimage, as day was nearly 

done. 
His feet were on a path paved by rays of the setting 

sun. 
It led to a vast mansion ; in front, gates flew open 

wide ; 
And, within, a wondrous Presence in more than 

royal pride. 
'Twas Phoebus, he divined, robed in purple, upon his 

throne. 
That in the chamber's centre, emerald-encrusted, 

shone. 
On his right hand and his left,, as his body-guard, 

were ranged 
Day and Month, and Year and Age, changing aye, 

to Him unchanged. 
Young Spring smiled, garlanded there with flowers 

as fresh as Morn ; 
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Next Summer, who had wov'n herself a crown of 

yellow corn ; 
Autumn hid not his face for the stains from the 

vintage press ; 
And Winter smoothed with each cold palm a shaggy, 

hoary tress. 
Marvels scared not the Boy ; but, though he scorned 

his own surprise. 
He could not front the challenge of those imperial 

eyes ; 
And while, one mortal atom in all that immortal 

State, 
He halted, their gaze burned on him from where the 

Sun-god sate. 
And at last a Voice : ;.- 

" So late ! Hast thou then no wants ? " it cried : 
" What couldst thou, my Son, have asked thy 

Father would have denied ? " 
" My Father ? " answered the Boy — though feet 

still refused to move — 
With heart and eyes reassured — " if thy loyal, 

paternal love 
Confirm my Mother's tale that the Sun-god — no man — 

beguiled 
Her girlhood, grant one prayer to prove I am indeed 

thy Child ! " 
Olympian Deities look with envy from above 
On the power of mortal men to taste the joy of 

love ; 
Ev'n, when the passionate bubble bursts as it floats, 

to know. 
Like mortal men, the luxury, the ecstasy, of woe. 
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Hence why, as poets tell, they stoop in human form 

to Earth, 
Condescend to be fathers, and, as mothers, to give 

birth. 
Thus, Phoebus, looking on his Son, felt his whole 

being fraught 
With a kindly glow daily boons to Earth had never 

brought — 
Delight in self-sacrifice, a covetousness to give, 
Almost regret He could not die to let another hve ! 
He cleared his brow of terrors, kissed his child, 

and pledged his troth 
To grant any prayer, and called on Styx to attest 

the oath ! 
On the instant came the Wish : 

" Chariot and horses lend ; 
Trust Me to light the world from Day's beginning 

to its end ! " 
Long the God's entreaties to forgo that gift, the 

sole one 
He cared to refuse ; the self-willed Boy cared for that 

alone. 
To no purpose to affirm that Jupiter would not 

dare 
Drive that Chariot and steeds about His own Upper 

Air ; 
That the Sun-god's Self, as daily He wended his 

way abroad. 
Trembled at hazards of the mountainous, treacher- 
ous road ; 
That at his evening visits to Tethys, down Ocean's 

steep. 
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The Goddess quaked lest He should plunge head- 
foremost in the deep ; 

That the Heavens, oft dizzy as they were, might in 
a fit 

Drag a star from its orbit, whirl Him to and fro 
with it ; 

That every sort of pitfall and noxious snare infests 

The path, as well as a troop of bloodthirsty, ugly 
beasts — 

Bear that hugs. Bull that tosses, and Lion of greedy 
maw. 

With Scorpion poison-tailed, and Crab with nipping, 
tearing claw. 

" And need for the venture ? That I should recog- 
nize him ? None ! " 

He cried ; "for who could feel the pangs I feel but 
for a Son ? 

Gaze, Boy, in my eyes — would that thou couldst 
look into my heart. 

And see the torture that thou workest, wilful that 
thou art ! 

Make a different request ; to me it were perfect 
bliss 

To search the Universe, and grant it in exchange 
for this. 

Hang not on my neck with tenderly obstinate em- 
brace ; 

It is ruin thou beseechest ; a bane, and not a grace ! " 

In the last resort He showed the team, with the car 
it drew, 

Gold all, by gems studded too sparkUng for men's 
eyes to view — 
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Said the wing-footed, fire-breathing Four, under 

whip and curb. 
Would conspire to wreck Himself on the outskirts 

of our Orb. 
The sight confirmed the Boy's resolve to be the one 

alive 
To ride in the glorious Car, the wondrous team to 

drive ; 
His Father's pity and fears only pricked his pride 

to prove 
That he wanted no compassion, deserved respect 

as love. 
He had journeyed less to conquer affection than to 

shame 
A Mother's lover, God or man, for slurring her fair 

fame. 
Germs of a claim to drive the Sun's steeds, dormant 

in his brain. 
Bloomed in a father's love, as parched March bulbs 

in April rain. 
Ah ! if nerve and muscle kept pace with passion 

to control 
A world, with a God-begotten audacity of soul ! 

But Deity forswears not, and Aurora at her gate 
Was blushing already with dawn, and the Hours 

do not wait. 
Nought remained for mighty Phcebus ; although He 

still appealed 
To a childish judgment, still, by His wisdom, sought 

to shield 
His son from flames he lit, and by a Halo to 

deceive 
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Earth, and sea, and air, and to make the Universe 

believe 
In a new Sun-god by dressing him for— He felt— 

his death, 
For what, as they watched, pale Moon and mourn- 
ing Hours held their breath ; 
Though still He toiled at training a bird-witted 

Boy to learn 
Ways of driving it had tasked an Immortal to discern : 
" To use reins, not goads ; drive obUquely in a long 

curve ; 
Shun the Poles, both north and south ; worn tracks 

in the air observe ; 
Neither drop too low, nor ascend the firmament 

too high. 
On pain of scorching the Earth, or the Gods in 

their blue sky ; 
Not let the car abruptly sink, or too fast advance ; 
Keep a golden mean in all things ; trust, for the 

rest, in Chance ! " 
Off, with a gay farewell to Phoebus, and a sad 

from Him. 
The Horses spurn opposing mists, and past the east 

winds skim. 
Light weight their Charioteer ; merrily gallop they 

and leap ; 
At one moment fain would dip in the waters of 

the deep ; 
Then gambol about the Wain, the Bear-warden, 

and the Snake, 
That hotter, hotter grow as the truants their plea- 
sure take. 
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But more wan and more wan the Driver, as from 

Upper Air 
He sees Earth to its far Hmits shrivelUng in the glare. 
And, as the team rushes, to'ards no goal, in the 

frantic race, 
Is haunted by gaunt images, beasts ramping about 

Space. 
Fool that he had been ! his knees knocked together 

in his fright ; 
His eyes darkened — shadows on shadows — from 

excess of light. 
The whip — for brain could not act — long had left 

his helpless hands ; 
For what was he to do with it ? Suppose he gave 

commands ? 
Pyrceis, Eous, ^Ethon, Phlegon would heed nor praise 

nor blame ; 
Why ! worse informed than We, he could not call 

one by his name ! 
But, by instinct, he held the reins, till threats from 

Scorpion's sting 
Sent them fumbling- at the shock of the flight the 

wild Four wing ! 
The Car tilts at Stars and Moon ; upon Earth it 

marks its trace 
By ashes of cities, obliterations of a race. 
Fleeing from blazing forests and groves Dryads 

cry aloud ; 
Mountains turn volcanoes, spite of ice, and snow, 

and cloud ; 
Frosty Caucasus, skyey Alps catch fire, dark Apen- 

nine ; 
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Nor Dindyma their Cybele, Cithaeron rites Divine, 
Helicon, twin-peaked Parnassus, their Muses aught 

avail. 
Not Ethiopia its Gods that feast there— runs the 

tale — 
Save from a second's blast of the Car, as it shifts 

its track. 
Making ]Libya a Sahara, and its peoples black. 
From Dirce and from Pirene waters no longer flow 
To music ; flowers no more in Spring beside Eurotas 

blow ; 
No Sperchius flows down Pindus ; no swans on 

Cayster float ; 
Its intermittent wavelets sigh only their own death- 
note ; 
Alpheus pursues not shy Arethusa ; to the brink 
Of Erymanthus crashes along no wild boar to drink ; 
No Euphrates guards great Babylon's treasures 

from surprise ; 
Tricklings tell where Rhine, Ister, Hebrus, Rhone, 

Tanais rise. 
To survive, Nile hides its head in sand ; and where 

a flood rolled 
Tagus over its scorched bed runs a stream of 

Uquid gold. 
Orontes mourns itself ; no votaries by Ganges pray ; 
And Tiber's a grey shadow, if forecasting a grand 

day. 
The flames from mouths and nostrils of the incen- 
diary Four 
Pry into chasms, and frolic over Pluto's Palace 

floor. 
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Mocking at his Tartarus ; as they leap above the 

seas, 
Boil the depths shallow, creating a group of Cyclades, 
And driving Neptune, who draws back a singed, 

protesting arm. 
To coral caves, with Nereids and dolphins, in alarm. — 
At length old Tellus, not too patient of ploughs, 

harrows, hoes. 
Took courage to protest against these ruin-drunken 

foes : 
"If Jove purposed— -why. She knew not — to burn 

up Earth, Sea, Hell " — 
She prayed from a husky throat — " and His own 

Heaven as well. 
Let Him use established bolts, as often He said He 

would ; 
And Gods and Men must bear it as quietly as they 

could ; 
But never be it told He ihoved a Madman and his 

train 
Of wild beasts to run havoc and bring Chaos back 

again ! " 
Jove could not choose but hearken ! 

Yet before He brought reUef, 
He called the Gods — the Sun-god first — to witness 

to his grief. 
Then, to work ! 

No clouds survived to dissolve in healing rain. 
But at least He had His lightnings ; and, less in wrath 

than pain, 
From the summit of His citadel, with His utmost 

force. 
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Straining right arm, shoulder to ear, he sped them 

on their course. 
Phaethon, all through— reinless, thought a blank — 

had kept his seat ; 
And the Car had held together, a steam of molten heat ; 
In minutes he had hved lives ; though all round 

him was become 
A strange dream — ^nothing real but his far ThessaUan 

home. 
With his Mother weeping his absence, Sisters count- 
ing when 
Their Brother should return — their God, their King 

Divine of Men ! 
Jove's first bolt whirled him out of Chariot at once 

and life ; 
Thousands that followed bellowed dead the ele- 
mental strife. 
How they roared as they flew ! Jove fire in angrier 

fires drowned. 
Backwards in dismay leaped the Horses with a sudden 

bound. 
Leaving Car of gold, harness, axle, wheels, all rent 

and torn. 
With, of its Charioteer, a ruin still more forlorn. 
Downwards fell he, measuring vast spaces of Upper 

Air ; 
As sometimes on a clear night there is thought to 

fall a star ; 
Though, unhappy Youth, flames, real, that, as from 

his seat he rolled. 
Ravaged all his flowing locks, and tarnished their 

ruddy gold. 
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By Eridanus the Naiads found, scattered, the re- 
mains ; 
Washed from the once sweet mouth, convulsed, the 

tortured froth, the stains ! 
And placed them in a tomb, with an inscription 

carved thereon : 
" Here lies Phaethon, who drove the Sun's Car, he 

the God's Son. 
An enterprise superhuman ! he tried, and ill he 

fared. 
A failure ? How can one have failed, when he has 

greatly dared ? " 
Clymene crazed with sorrow roamed, tearing 

bosom and cheeks. 
Till she found her child's bones laid by one of the 

river's creeks. 
Brooding over the sepulchre, she watered it with 

tears ; 
What though the Dead feels them not — that her 

groans he- never hears ! 
Nor less woful drops pity from the eyes of sisters 

drew. 
Until, through Divine compassion, the drooping 

Maidens grew 
Into poplars sighing aye in grief for their Darling's 

doom. 
Still weeping — ^gems of yellow amber to adorn his 

tomb. 
And one mourner more — ^the Father ! compared 

with theirs, how brief 
His lamentations, if weeks, mouths, nay years, can 

measure grief ! 
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But mortals cannot tell how much anguish will be 

compressed 
Within the space of a day into an immortal breast. 
Had the Sun-god ever inclined to envious surprise 
As in his course he marked the tears in stricken 

parents' eyes. 
Now he understood them ; remorse besides ; how 

not repent 
Of having kept an oath to save himself — of having 

sent 
To death the best loved of beings — giving a boy 

his way ! 
Except for burning forests there was Darkness for 

a day. 
In squalid garb, the God hid — it might have been 

an Eclipse — 
And only for angry moans even opened he his lips : 
" I have toiled enough," he cried. " Now, it is 

another's turn ; 
Nought have I gained, reward or honour ; nought^ 

but cause to mourn. 
If none of the rest, let Jove find how easy 'tis to run 
Risk of torturing death for driving Horses of the 

Sun ! " 
Long repulsed he entreaties, but resigned himself 

at last 
To Jove's will and protestations of sorrow for the 

past. 
Next morning he drove again, and, long ere the day 

was done, 
The Four had learned from whip and goad to grieve 

for Phaethon ! 
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